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AGLAIA UNVEILED. 



VI. 

Not darkly wise, as whilom he was filled 

In all extremes of wa and vile excess ; 
Burning with lust, wUd, vigilant, self-willed. 

Peace to provoke and Virtue to distress. 
Who vainly thought that Life's voluptuousness 

Could please his revel and his day no more, 
Than give a warrior's grave, where, in the press, 

The sage invokes, the foeman stands before, 
He lives, he bleeds, he dies : Valhalla for his gora 

VII. 

And she, sweet sister, part or whole divine. 

Muse, from the reed, the tendon, and the shell ; 
Of all the arts wherein she doth design 

The soul to please, I trow 'tis vain to tell : 
There in that land she too had stopt to dwell, 

And tune her lips of sweetness unto earth : 
The barb'rous nature felt the lovely spell, 

And breathless hushed its own unholy mirth, 
While something in itself there claimed a kindred 
birtL 

VIII. 

Their lives, their laws, capricious and uncouth, 

So did these write on History's early leaf ; 
Ere to their eyes would Wisdom's riper truth 

Unfold her charms, and bring them more relief. 
Time ran to tales ; age followed age ; and brief 

In fluctuant days arose their mightier throne : 
It is a bloody field, and rage, and grief. 

Though earth run blood, and women be forlorn 
There sword before, through ill, anon, new good shall 
dawn. 
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IX. 

Eai-th's sons arise, inhabit, and return. 

Like fleeting forms before a musard's eyes ; 
Yet, as some Plioenix out a funeral um. 

See ! from their lives, new lives in youth arise. 
Nurtured in happy times, their souls are wise, 

Their glories greater than to boast or bleed. 
With hearts undimmed, they mark propitious skies, 

Seek Virtue's fount, and each one, in his meed. 
Substantiates as much with monumental deed. 

X. 

And he, who was the son, is now the sire, 

And patriarchal he — life's ancient lord : 
Quenched, the hot hope, the flame, the heat of fire, 

Slow wastes the husk, the ripening souVs abode. 
With shuffling steps he treads the shortening road, 

Nursing his withered flesh from halesome gust : 
Death's pilgrim pale in Life's last episode, 

He dwells in fellowship with rot and rust, 
Till he shall go, who came — mix with his father-dust. 

XI. 

There in the land, amongst them high ted great, 

Withal not trimmed, nor loud, nor courtly fame. 
In goodly heritage, and fair estate, 

Sojourned a certain youth of gallant name. 
Anon, there danced before his sight a dame, 

Though bashful he all maidens' eyes would shun ; 
Yet needs to this be weak, withouten blame. 

And prize in joy the glory he had won. 
So haply being espoused, in time she bore a son. 



L 
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XII. 

Ah ! sweet that mother looked upon her lad, 

And loved the time that 's most of loveliness, 
In bliss rejoiced, yet feared for bliss she had, 

To vex her dread heart in each fond caress ; 
How on the soul affray ed would sometimes press 

The shout of anguish, and the shriek of fear. 
Where strode o'er earth red Rapine, dun Distress. 

Whose smile but hers could check his childish tear, 
And form his manly days in youth's susceptive year, 

XIII. 

A child to-day, a short sweet morrow, man : 

An untaught child, a youth, a man so soon. 
His lisp turned speech, his speech turned song, ah ! can 

So swift a morning bring him into noon ; 
Hail ! show thyself, let's hear thine own heart-tune, 

How 1 vain 1 becoming 1 holy 1 foolish ] wise ? 
Here in thy sun-life, ere the evening's moon. 

Time, like a bird, to some sweet future hies, 
We mark, and hope ; it gains, yet scarce delaying, flies. 

XIV. 

Child of the womb ! O fair, O fallen prince ! 

Heir of a stout, withal a line undone, 
In thy frail father's shattered palace, since 

His glory fell, liv'st thou — his spotted son. 
Yet in thy wreck are fair possessions won ; 

The glorious fabric of thy life, soul-crowned. 
Thy seasonable days, thy youth begun, 

Earth's rich provision ever running round 
The living loveliness of thy foot-trampled ground. 
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XV. 

The sacred temple of thy glorious Life, 

Thy parts of symmetry, how fair they are. 
Withal too oft provoked to loveless strife. 

And ta'en in horrid hands to mock and mar. 
Thy sceptre-mind, thy wisdom knowing far. 

Thy limbs for deeds, the nurture of tty blood. 
Sight, second life, thy Spirit-Soul, a star. 

Thy smiles for joy, thy tears a holy flood : 
Earth — Earth's Creator saw and it was very good. 

XVI. 

And it waa very good — e'en now. Hush ! Hark ! 

The great God-father dwells with thee — is hera 
Lo 1 see hia glance in the electric spark 

Of lightning's flash, weak man can only f ear : 
Nor speaks in awe alone, he, sharp, severe ; 

The blessed Light, ethereal Air, Heat, Cold, 
Times, Seasons, Fruits, espousing year to year ; 

These are his gifts, and every good untold : 
Jehovah kind to give, yet kinder to withhold. 

XVII. 

To every soul doth God our friend assign 

Particular good, and glory, all its own; 
O helot-heart ! if throneless ways ba thine. 

The toila of Pain, the years of XJiarenown ; 
Yet also there shall instant joys be strewn, 

Rest after Labour, Good succeeding 111, 
Love's smile, and she. Content the blessed crown : 

And this is true, we write, by Worth and Will, 
To every vale of life there is a nobler hilL 



AGLAIA UNVEILED. 



XVIII. 

Fruita of the soil, their husbandman the Lord, 

In earth's primeval blessed fields-the first. 
What easeful joys these rosy gifts afibrd 

In green yclad, how bless they lips athirst ; 
The grape, a wine-cup, orange, riped to burst. 

The wholesome seeds, fit food for men to eat, 
The melting peach, the gourd, the fig sun-nurst, 

For feast the pine, the apple, daily meat. 
The berries all and more ne named, yet secret, sweet. 

XIX. 

Lo I Winter all acold, a chattering boor 

With icy breath he dies, but leaves this son — 
Spring, tender firstling, gentle he, and poor 

Of lordlie parts, yet full-fleshed youth begun. 
Anon his riper spirit hath he won— 

Hich Summer, full of songs, and lovely gifts^ 
Who in the woods his smiling way doth run. 

Then turns to Autumn, earth's delights he thrifts^ 
And like a miser. Winter grows ; so season shif ta 

XX. 

Forth unto earth, see Life's young prince awake, 
In bubbling Joy and easeful Pleasaunce seen ; 
Soon Youth with wandering eyes his way will take^ 

Restless of heart, and valiant of mien. 
Next, regal Manhood, smiling to his queen. 
Last, Age with withered flesh and head hoar- 
crowned. 
Who on a staff" dolorously doth lean. 

And on a day doth stretch him with the ground. 
Draw his dull bones together close, and sleep. Death- 
sound. 
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XXI. 

O gentle troop of virgins, holy five ! 

Joyaunce has gone, now grief awakeneth; 
Fly unto men, and teach them to survive 

The shocks of earth, and all the ills of breath : — 
Pure Charity, who bitter words ne saith, 

And stops her ears from Evil's hateful Will ; 
And sure Religion, which doth conquer Death ; 

And Hope, that sees some good through every ill ; 
And Faith, rock-firm always ; and Patience sitting stilL 

XXII. 

There are these evil spirits on the earth, 

Who wait expectant in unholy glee, 
They strive with men in wo, love, glory, mirth, 

Sometimes they lose, sometimes win victory. * 
The first is godless vain Philosophy, 

That ne can give what mortal lives require ; 
Another Envy, that lives bitterly ; 

And Sloth, a grave ; and Lust, all foul desire ; 
And Pride, that tramples down ; and Rage, consuming 
fire. 

XXIII. 

Christ was the hope in which one did believe ; 

Love was the soothing spirit he caressed ; 
Certes the man he was whom maids conceive, 

When thought conspires with heart and forms the 
best. 
So then a maiden fell upon his breast. 

And pledged her blushing weakness to his face ; 
And all remote from Earth and Earth's unrest. 
For their sweet selves they found a secret place. 
And from the world withdrew, and watched each 
other's grace. 
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XXIV. 

As some high eagle on the sunlit rock, 

Lord of the blinding air with silent wing, 
Below, the mist, the shadow, and the shock ; 

Path xjrossing path, will, will encountering : 
As from such spots his glory he doth bring ; 

And dwells in high dominion, all his own ; 
And all afar, a lone, a shadowy thing, 

Plays with the storm, the wrack of clouds wind- 
blown, 
Untouched, untaught, consenting, secret, and unknown; 

XXV. 

So, there enthroned, and frowning thence on thee, 

Cloud-dropt, earth-caught, set on its awful hill; 
Their homie afar, their mighty castle, see ! 

Fabric a menace, spirit but to kill, 
Stem sUent sight of sentried thought and will : 

Their fathers' lives have dowed the vaulted breath, 
With bond, mute treasoning, and thought of ill, 

As unto one found by the Gates of Death, 
Lip from within might speak, he hear the tale it saith. 

XXVL 

For these. Time meted out year after year, 

Through good and ill in courteous cares to dwell ; 
Diverse the history of their days that here. 

Behoves it not for this to chronicle : 
Betimes proud Youth was theirs, and when it fell, 

Alas ! so soon departed hence, and told, 
'Twas theirs with days to be susceptible : 

Then did they watch each other growing old, 
And mark succeeding lines, as Time's sharp hand grew 
bold 
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XXVII. 

O Time ! the woes of Time ! this, is the world, 

All earth affords, and all her sons possess; 
Turned,baffled, blessed awhile, struck,humbled,hurled, 

Pain is their fall, and Ruin their success. 
Hope, sweet to-morrow, angel of distress. 

Again with gentle art, and faith unveKed, 
Leads on, till death shall rift the motley dress ; 

Pride of one age is Ruin for the next, 
Such, Earth's disastrous fame from Heaven's imperial 
texi. 

XXVIII. 

So was that lord soon come to thoughtful days, 

How time was gone, and what was lingering yet, 
To that last issue, when all earthly ways 

Should sink to rest, and Life's worn cabinet 
Give up set sadness, ill thought, vain regret. 

So was his silent sojourning o'er-spread, 
How but awhile he stayed in Death's due debt. 

Where, in his lady's obsequies he read, 
His days, short, final, gifts, since her sweet spirit fled. 

XXIX. 

The son of day is turned back to sleep ; 

The virgin presseth soft her pillow, there ; 
Peace reigns along this earth, the dull, the deep. 

Insensate touch of sod and drowsy air. 
Here through the leaves, the branches seem to bear. 

Dotted upon them, golden fruit, the stars ; 
Where now Mirth's joyful smile ? Pain's sorrow, 
where ? 

The peace of Pallas and the rage of Mars ? 
Rest ! Perturbations, Fevers, Pleasures, tales of Wars. 
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XXX. 

O Muse ! that sit'st amongst the secret leaves, 

And sing'st thine anthem there from some sweet 
bough, 
O Laureate of silent summer eves. 

Into thy temple have I entered now. 
Alone with me, the green, the silence, thou I 

Sing on ! sing on ! O bird, or spirit-thing. 
And Life's sweet rest with blessed songs endow,. 

All earth afar lies still to hear thee sing. 
No sound, but this quick pulse, this heart's dull flutter- 

XXXI. 

For we are fevered with the burning thought ; 

The restless rounding of this flesh that dies. 
Whose passion drinks the blood it seems to sport, 

Whose life hath death writ on.its glowing eyes, 
O Wisdom 1 thou art poor being very wise. 

In that vain knowledge, restless, wild, self-willed. 
Hark ! yet again, yon spirit haunts the skies ; 

O Happy elf, I hear, and I am filled. 
Kow might I sleep, ere this full draught be spilled. 

XXXII. 

Oh ! for a rest to this all-present strife, 

Oh ! for an end to this unceasing will, 
Here, on this bank, from forth this fever-life. 

To dream, to change, to vanish, and distil 
Into the song of bird, the cool of rill, 

The bee's dream cradled on a hemlock's stem. 
The sweet breath blowing o'er some censored hill^ 

Fleasaunce of fays, the songs that float for them. 
Bliss rising up at eves to each star's diadem. ' 
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XXXIII. 

And thou, fair moon ! O Eden's glowing moon I 

So free, so fair, untouched of mortal sin, 
Set in thy gilded silence, there, the noon 

Of dreamy sleeps, dumb rests, and peace within ; 
Before thy face the drowsy earth-hours spin, 

As there enthroned thou dost thy vigil keep. 
Girt round with start, and rifting cloudlets thin. 

Shine on ! and shed long ages o'er this sleep. 
Apparelled in thy peace, and light undimmed, and deep, 

XXXIV. 

Thy times are not of years, and drowsy lot, 

As man divides his life to space and space, 
Times, seasons, sorts, he fills till he be got 

Unto the finished, dim, forgetful place. 
Ten thousand years lie dead before thy face. 

Where are their deeds, as thou art glorious yet ] 
Where earth's unnumbered sons who ran their race 

Once 'neath thy glowing light, with fume, and fret, 
Till I anon and thou in this sweet silence met 1 

XXXV. 

What burning hopes have lit this self-same world ! 

What lives have been and are no more, no more ! 
The morning pennons, Beauty, Youth, unfurled. 

The thrones Pride built, the scowls Dominion wore; 
Wives, heroes, martyrs, sons, ye living pore 

Upon Life's blanks, upon Death's stony scrolls, 
Still as the warm blood runs, 'tis stopt ! 'tis o'er ! 

Above vain earth Death's trump the victor rolls, 
Dissolves the temple, see ! they tremble into souls. 
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XXXVI. 

Is dead ! is dead ! those Lollow words how oft 

Ghostlike they rise, and trouble Uving ears, 
In wildness shrieked, or told in whispers soft, 

To men, by maids', to wives, by dead men's biers ; 
Of child to mother in her holy tears ; 

Of daughters, sons, struck as they prospered ; 
Parent to child, in childhood's glowing years ; 

Ah ! what a world of silent thought is spread 
In the cold, remnant temple of a spirit — fled. 

XXXVII. 

And lo ! behold ! a silent world I see : 

A sunless world where all is lone and dread ; 
Dry strings of boughs stands every sapless tree ; 

The ocean sleeps lone in its cavemed bed. 
No sound awakes, no breath, no living tread ; 

All men are in their Deaths — all Souls on wings ; 
The Life is lived : behold ! the land lies dead ; 

Earth's fires are out, and ashes of all things 
Stretch strewn along the dust, e'en so the preacher sings. 

XXXVIII. 

And to the gloom, the cities gaping wide, 

Exalt the ruins of their ancient state ; 
In black corruption, and in ghostly pride. 

Turret and portico, and palace-gate. 
In the cold hall — the temple desolate. 

Grim Dissolution dwells, a silent guest, 
Gone Hero, Prince, and mighty Potentate : 

In their deep streets their last unburied rest. 
Though darkness like a tomb lies dull on every breafit. 
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XXXIX. 

So, exiled bird, in that thy subtle song. 

Which falls upon my soul so soft and sweet, 
Darkly it seems, Life, Death, all that belong 

To mortal men, were here beneath my feet : 
For mighty homilies thy notes repeat, 

Which fill me wiser than the very wise ; 
My Life dissolves. Death's sweeping form I greet : 

O strain from thee to me ; I close mine eyes — 
Now, thou hast robbed mine ears. O man ! Awake ! 
Arise ! 

XL. 

The morn is come ; each heart exultant glows ; 

Fail' earth is filled with sun, sweet prodigal. 
High, like a king, he rides the morn and throws 

His wholesome look o'er Day's bright festival. 
Sleeps as a dead thing there the castle wall. 

Laid on its rock, like Life's eyes shut and blind ; 
Yet there betimes in its awakened hall. 

One brings a tale how Treason taints the wind ; 
Anon, then speaks that lord,' and counsels on this kind : 

XLL 

Wit conquers Worth ; Strength falls to Strategy ; 

Death ends to-morrow, though to-day be bright ; 
Life is of shift and opportunity, 

Held in the hand of Providential Might ; 
For earth — ^vicissitude, and short delight, 

Her paths, her friendships, restless things that must 
Soon, like her glories, end in drowsy night ; 

Vain earth of earth, whereon to live and trust, 
Is carking care, commotion, variation, dust. 
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XLII. 

Earthwards, then flies the troublous tale of war, 

Flouting with fiery breath the genial air, 
Which, being so touched, do nostrils sniff afar 

To move their bloods, and for hot deeds prepara 
Foreboding ends of lives and loves, how there 

On that horizon, traitor-spirit thrives ; 
Forth to the tryst the knightly fees repair. 

Now through long night, Phoebus his sun-car drives, 
Time oozes out in silence deep — the mom arrives. 

XLIII. 

O ! who may doubt in look, or deed, or glance, 

Yon seemly youth to rift him from the rest ; 
To form strange issues on his silent lance, 

And uncouth secrets burning in his breast. 
Who looks for sun's new-rising from the west ? 

For peace in war 1 for rest in ocean's flow 1 
Who doubts the faith of plighted arm and crest 1 

Then in that form thus miglit he look for woe, 
See treason in that flesh, and cunning on that brow. 

XLIV. 

To some on chance acquaintance is he known 

As one Childe Ecclestone, a distant son ; 
And Rumour's history gives him some renown 

Of dangers dared, of doughty actions done, 
Of things which speak a valiant life begun. 

Certes for woman's eye his parts do hold 
Much gallant pleasaunce worthy to be won ; 

In stature eminent, of likely mould. 
Young, yet commanding ; free ; and gentle-seeming, 
bold. 

B 
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XLV. 

JjO ! o'er tlie revelry, with Smiling face, 

Fair Hospitage exalts the brimming bowl, 
Opes his ingenuous heart, whose gentle gi^ace 

Falls sweet on sense, and each exultant soul : 
Nor shows in aught the heart he doth cajole. 

Can be a traitor in such sweet disguise. 
But spreads liis lavish feast — iish, flesh, and fowl : 

And shines o'er all with Virtue's glowing eyes : 
Yet secret he can think, and here withal is wise. 

XLVI. 

Age-lovely, hoar, this lord ; sire-patriarch : 

Behold his restless hands, and silvered hair, 
His own life's soitows, joys^ dispersed, ah ! mark 

How in his life he bids these hearts to share. 
Nor calls the spectre Ceremony, there, 

A little blazoned page, all circumspect : 
Full of low bow, fair beck, and courtly care : 

Albeit, an august sense, and air erect, 
Ai'e his, a native grace that rogues and fools respect. 

XLVII. 

Now wakes the bard his laureate-hai-p again, 

And stirs the sleeping spirit of its strings ; 
Provoketh fii*st the wild promiscuous strain, 

Then sinks to one sweet note, and sinking, sings. 
Now temj)e8t-tost, now hushed in whisperings, 

Hark to the low .wail, then the sudden swell, 
Or the dull monody that creeping, clings 

To one sweet note on which he most doth dwell, 
A parable of a good knight he 'gins to tell : 
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XLVIII. 

Wlio for kiiid almoniy and tender Land ; 

Tlie dull to succour, and the low to raise ; 
Whilom from men in one sequestered land, 

Unto his vii*tues gathered goodly praise. 
So might such deeds defend his lonely days, 

Dread Ti*eason turn ; and Envy, Malice, Hate, 
Respect his years, and leave his gentle ways. 

Anon there came a starveling to his gate, 
A piteous wight j a youth ; deep in the night-tiuie, late. 

XLIX. 

How still the festive air, how still the hall. 

Save for this one rude-lovely voice and string ; 
Kounded with silence here — there festival 

Of morning mirth, where earth-birds softly sing. 
Cut out the sky, niche, lancet, crennel, fling 

Broad flags of sun, and flatter shield and blade ; 
While dancing shadows writhe, and mix, and spring, 

And greater sheen but makes the greater shade. 
Lo ! turmoil flouts the floor — a deadly din is mtula 



" Ah ! bind me ! break me ! vex me sore with pains, 
Yet I can turn thee in my steadfast Will ; 
Ho ! my set Heart shall ease my body's chains. 

And rob them of yoiu: Despite in their ilL 
So, so, and I shall beat thee, sitting still. 

Look on me now ! " Voice fuses with the din, 
As stream with sea, or rain-drops with the rilL 
From loud crossed voices, out, and through, and in, 
Suspense leaps, bounds, and falls ; again he doth begin : 
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LI. 

" I have in me the sight of bloody fields, 
Of battles lost, of battles hardly won ; 
I — " O'erwhelmsthecircling scoff, the clangof shields. 

He in the midst is clutched, and tempest-spim. 
Childe Edclestone ; ah, wof ul son ! 

Prisoned in many arms his tale he ends ; 
And, self-surrendered, looks what shall be dona 
Swift round the throng his searching glance he 
sends. 
All foes despitous there, for traitors are his friends. 

LII. 

O, tender Mother-earth ! upon thy breast, 

I see, I hear, thy children in their pain ; 
What pangs are there, what annals of unrest. 

The marshalled host, the unrecorded slain. 
Lands unto lands subjected, Rapine's reign, 

The flaunting deed of Power's vain-glorious skill, 
What is it mighty king 1 What further gain 1 

Stop now ! thou art enriched, be pleased ! be still 1 
There comes a blood-red sprite between who whispers 
"Kill." 

LIII. 

His eyes are like two bale-fires in his head ; 

His matted locks blow wildly in the breeze > 
War is he hight, that cruel elf and dread. 

Radiant without ; within all death-disease. 
With his keen arts Pride's vantage doth he please. 

And speak of treaties torn, and broken vows ; ' 
Then all incensed. War's implement they seize, 

Stop Soul's debate, descend to body's blows. 
And think that Victory's won when life-blood hotly 
flows. 
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LIV. 

Poor souls ! they moulder low i' praiseless dust ; 

On many a field they fill the summer sheaf ; 
Cold are their hopes, their vengeful swords are rust ; 

And done for them earth's pleasaunce and its grief. 
Shall it be thus 1 no succour 1 no reKef ] 

Still War's red rites and Battle's bloody dues, 
Marengos' woes, Legnanos bold and brief ; 

Red Marathons, Arcolas, Waterloos ; 
Csesars', Napoleons' arms ; O, ye red retinues ! 

LV. 

Mars spills his blood as Hecuba her tears ; 

So in their sort they spend their part of woe ; 
Thrice happy man ! thrice blest thy open fears, 

Thy steadfast arm, thy manifested foe. 
Where deeds may part and action headlong go. 

But grief on grief, thine, woman ! moan on moan ; 
Thine heart sore sick, thy weary head bent low ; 

Far must thou wait, apart, sit still alone, 
With sightless eyes, dolorous heart, and many a groan : 

LVI. 

Fighting the substande with a silent thought. 

That puts its spectre-power before the deed ; 
Hoping in all, 'Tis vanity, 'Tis naught. 

Here thou may'st hope, there rifted shall he bleed, 
Thy hope doth touch him not, nor his thy need. 

Anticipation lies on wakeful bed, 
Bears treacherous eyes, and ears false in their heed, 

And, being indulged, dotli with high fever shed 
New depths to thoughts that ai*e but borrowed. 
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LVII. 

du"He on tliiij day when men, when mortals, meet 

In burning lists, to conquer or to die ; 
Here, when from hearts they sunder all that's sweet, 

And selves alone fill every glow'iing eye. 
Lo ! see tlieir crests ; their trumpets rend the sky 

To chaunt War's deetl with Fame's tempestuous 
breath : 
Hope stiilks ahetvd, and flirting Victory 

Leads doubting on to Gloiy, or to Death. 
Apart here standeth one, " My son ! my boy 1" she saith. 

LVII I. 

Lo 1 see him headlong in the ways of war, 

Press forth with youthlie gifts, and goldenhootl ; 
Onward he strives, no fear of death, nor scar, 

Palsies his course, and satisfies his blood. 
O child 1 O thou who ne hast struck, nor stood. 

Nor ventured yet from Peace's gentle moon ; 
Come ! come away 1 here ; now ; while all is good : 

Wliat ? going to leave the feast of youth so soon. 
With life but won, and glowing Pleasaunce in its noon. 

LIX. 

Tlie virtue, and the beauty of this di-eam, 

Where youth is full, and fair, and round of cheek, 
And every tiu*n of Nature is a beam 

Of love, light, joy, what yonder canst thou seek 
In War^s red revelry 1 away ! but speak. 

Delight in Hate 1 in Rapine ] Glory. No ! 
Let thy man's vigour end in youthlie freak 1 

Come ! come, fair boy, the chirion wakens — Go ! 
In wistlom, hope is swetji ; in folly, hope thy woe. 
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LX. 

Hear the crossed trumpets on the parting winds 

Provoke the action of the waiting field I 
Feel that set strength espoused in steadfast minds 

Of many men who never tliink to yiekl ! 
Hearken ! the clash of misericorde, and shield ; 

The voice of manhood, and the morning-brave ; 
"Onward !" they cry, "valorous arms we wield; 

Before the night, a laurel or a grave !" 

They publish loud the cry, their cre,sts they pix)udly 
wave, 

LXI, 

Again they dawn, the fierce, the warrior throng, 

Paired into combat, and apai*ted deed ; 
Urged death-wise to its issue each ; not long 

Ere man shall proudlie stand, and man shall bleed : 
Whose the long farewell 1 whose the conqueror's 
lueed 

To bring him joyful to his father's halls 1 
Then, shall the song of rapturous mii*tli succeed. 

And bright-plumed joy aunce paint the festal walls. 
Ah, stay ! though victor here, anon perchance he falls. 

LXI I. 

Blood ! Glory ! Death ! To conquer or to die. 

To sound War's cymbal', and display her crest — 
How hath vain Glory glozed the simple eye I 

How all in smiles her visage hath she drest 1 
Ah, burning hearts ! see this same Gloiy best 

Stopping at eve upon the blood-red plain ; 
While sun sinks in its honour ; labours rest ; 

And Nature sleei)s ; lo ! there, alone her gain — 
Sitting upon the heai)ed bodies of the slain. 
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LXIII. 

So all that time, when mom was smiling mirth, 

And unto joy the shepherd lent his pipe ; 
There ran the shock of wo along the earth, 

The dull concussion and the bloody stripe : 
There from the land that purging blood did wipe 

Their sun-lit names, their lives, so soon undone : 
Untimely ends ! and Life just rich, and ripe. 

O victor Death ! to thee 'tis only one, 
Inglorious, honoured, great, all touched, immortal none. 

LXIV. 

Hence 1 with thy woe, O war ! O blood-red guilt ! 

Ye patriarchs show ! ye fiery sons behold ! 
Wliat homes she struck, what blazoned cities built 
On men's dead bones, and hearth-stones bare and 
cold. 
Wo for the tales thy trumpet-lips had told 

Of laurelled brow, of praise, of festal dance. 
And all the spoils, and pageantries of old. 
From Roma's eagle days to times of France, 
When one strode earth, and nations withered in his 
glance. 

LXV. 

The cries of widows fill thy glorious gates. 

Thou regal place of prince, and lordly hall ! 
At thy high feasts, a spectre guest awaits. 

And ghosts deride each glowing festival. 
As thou wast built, so sometime shalt thou fall. 

As thou didst rise, tis thine to crumble down ; 
Ah ! see the avenging hand 's within thy wall ; 

So soon from thee the favouring breeze is blown, 
Lo 1 winged fire burns the air, blood spots thy cancel- 
led crown. 
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LXVI. 

Aiid mark the few by horrid hordes beset ; 

The embattled house ; the wide square's barricade ; 
The pavement torn, and barrier-piled, blood-wet ; 

The sent shell's hiss ; the sudden fusilade : 
The shrieking child ; the wailing wife and maid ; 

The bloody husband's cry ; then silence deep, 
The chamel air ; the clash of stock and blade. 

Arise ! arise ! they come ! no rest ; no sleep ; 
Art thou a shepherd, uncouth man? Go ! love thy sheep. 

LXVII. 

The dust of death is in imperial Kome, 

The glorious Queen has fallen from her seat ; 
No more from earth she drags her trophies home ; 

No more the Triumph decks the festal street. 
Where arms and arts whilom did proudlie meet, 

Lo ! ruin — prize of senator and chief : 
Great Caesar's dust lies under careless feet. 

His mighty glory (and another's grief) 
But come to tire an eye, and fill a passing leaf. 

LXVIII. 

Behold yon Hectors on the reeking heath, 

Girt with victorious swords, and shining ^ 
Up with the plaudit, and the laurel wreath ; 

The vanquished fell, but these stand worthily. 
That ; this ; O heart ! thy end — ^great victory. 

So hold thy court o'er death, and broken lance, 
O'er silent Kps, ring high thy proud decree ; 
' This rests with thee, though thus thy sufferance- 
Such was to hold thine own, or you had bled, perchance. 
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LXIX. 

Sti*angely commingled, gestured as they fell, 

The silent warriors stretch in many a heap ; 
Strangers of alien face, and forms loved well, 

In the red sacrifice, at peace, they sleep. 
Corse piled, on corse — what lives doth Gloiy reap. 

Youth struck so soon, and yet so beautiful. 
Here Auwgiers stretches long, here Cull and Grepe, 

There Lyle across a foe with cloven skull, 
Spring of a spouting stream that winds and wanders 
dull. 

LXX. 

Here lie in embrace, locked with heart to heart, 

Two couiiily youths, who followed lordly fame : 
In birth and nurture one, their's not to pai't 

When on untimely wings Death's herald came. 
Two peaceful hearts whose doom was in their name, 

And the long deeds of generous son and sire, 
Oft told betimes to feed youth's fiery flame. 

The trumpet calls — War's Victory they requii^e, 
Then see 1 they court the field, and hand in hand, expira 

LXXI. 

Behold these morning dreamei*s at their rest ! 

They fought, they fell, they stop, they never stir, 
No more may life inspire each broken breast, 

No more be lords of earth, as once they were. 
And she who bides at home, I think of her. 

How she doth fear, and hope — and he is not : 
Away ! away ! leave the red massacre. 

Their sons, theii' swords ; fill uj) each vacant spot, 
These want but decent graves and room enough to rot. 
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LXXII. 

Here will we leave tbein, and the moon shall dawn, 

And little stai-s creep into lover's light ; 
Anon, nocturnal earth be still, and lone, 

And each thing fade that late was shining bright; 
But these shall stay, struck, still, uncheered, beam- 
white. 
Perchance some wind conceived amongst the trees. 
May wander o'er theii* rest with breezy flight ; 
Or Philomel chaiint to gay Dryades : 
'Tis naught to him who sleeps, hears not, nor feels, 
nor sees. 

LXXIII. 

Silence, ye winds ! ye meny songsters mourn I 

Weep Glory here, if e'er your tears do flow. 
Low in liis death he lies, cold, silent, torn, 

The fieiy stripling of an hour ago. 
So Life's taper quenched, the proud laid low. 

So i-uthlessly the battle-flame is fed ; 
Noon turned to night, and pleasure turned to woe. 

Ah ! in this flesh 'tis sweet, thou bended head, 
To love the living, and 'tis sad to love the dead. 

LXXIV. 

Soothe, soothe thy grief, O loving heart be still. 

There is but short affection here below. 
Ye have no sons, ye mothers, cease to spill 

The tears that but provoke your soitows mo. 
And why, O hearts, bid futile sadness flow ] 

When naught of earth may mend your weary cares : 
You i)ore tliem but for trouble, and for woe ; 

Not youth, nor beauty bold, high battle spares ; 
The destroying flame ascends, and ever-burning — glares. 



28 AGLAIA UNVEILED. 



LXXV. 

Nor why with solemn dirge prolong the tale 

To fretful lines, and what perchance had been ; 
They are not of us now, but in the veil 

Where mortals go, and are no longer seen. 
There is a cloud of darkness drawn between, 

The far " they were " is all weak thought supplies : 
Their graces, virtues, glories evergreen, 

Go with them from the paths of earth, and rise 
Into that other world not like to this of sighs. 

LXXVI. 

Anon there came two guardians of the hole, 

With contrite crests, and fitful history, 
Doled out in portions to insert the whole^ 

And cloak its end in friendly mystery. 
Albeit, 'twas soon inferred that recreant he — 

The losel-Ohilde, gyve-bound, and prison-cast^ 
Far in the lawless earth was wildly free, 

" And knave presumptuous," said one at last, 
'' He kissed his hand to me, oft turning, hurrying fast.'' 




PABT II. 



I. 



Withal I saw to this same weary spot, 

So oft distressed with grief, and pain, and wrong, 
Its waters oozing o'er a golden grot, 

A river run with sinuous course and long ; 
Whereof, if men did chance to drink, a throng 

Of joyous thoughts flushed o'er the wood, the mead ; 
The battle-crash ; dark Philomela's song ; 

Each sight ; each sound ; each thought ; and 

every deed ; 

Joy j sorrow ; mischance ; pain ; if heart did boast, or 
bleed. 



II. 

There did they rest, those of that sweet Loveland — ■ 

For Love's fair fount was this enchanted stream — 
Attuned to fine accords, and hand in hand. 

Life oozed in sweet distillings, or a dream. 
Their sight was stars' and moon's propitious beam ; 

Their speech the song of nymph and nightingale ; 
Their fragrant breath the incense-air ; the gleam 

Of golden wave Love's ripple and its veil ; 
Their heart's night's stillness ; so they told their secret 
tale. 
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III. 

3i() for nil other's love ; a virgin soul ; 

Sliapiid to my lot, all that I am, me — ^miiie, 
JH o for a light ; a star ; a kindly goal ; — 

Tiien, in my darkness, one sweet star miglit shine. 
Not so much flesh, but deeper tilings ; ah, thine ! 

Sweet Spirit gleaming through a moment's ray, 
The unsullied joys of soul, the heart divine. 

Into the earth, I throw my hoi)e — Away ! 
Come, bring thy light, thy love, with the dull end of day. 

IV. 

Her voice shall be the sweetest, men-iest voice, 

That ever filled the joys of pleasant words ; . 
Her smiles, that bid me, restless thing, rejoice. 

More blest than summer suns to wintry birds. 
Ah I sweeter he who strii)s, than he who girds ; 

lietter to inward come than outward go : 
TIj rough eai'th's dull roads, and life's unkindly herils, 

Who starts in hope, yet fears some mischance. Ho ! 
Earth is behind ; before — the gilded poi*tals glow. 

v. 

My love comes sweeping through the golden gates, 

Softly, O sweetly, smiling as she sings : 
Her face to me in joy she dedicates, — 

The mii'th of merry birds, and pleasant tilings. 
Her heart is like a holy lamp, that flings 

A gloried weakness round her, all her might ; 
Her hands, fair gifts, and faithful offerings : 

Her eyes two stars, how beautiful ! how bright ! 
I am the tired wanderer whom they do light. 
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VI. 

Tlie moon is shining o'er the drowsy eai*th ; 

Tlie night- winds wander softly through the trees ; 
The nightingale sings in its leafy miiiih, 

And gives its spirit to the pleasant breeze. 
Music, and mumiui'ing, and moonlit ease ; 

And here, when clouds sail on, and moon reigns 
clear — 
I trow, to Love two bend their willing knees ; 

And dawning light in truth, it doth appear 
The maiden has the tale ; the knight, the gentle ear. 

VII. 

Erewhile, naught named Aglaia, gentle Muse ! 

Plume thy rude wing and let another theme. 
Not War's red-reeking histoiy to peinise. 

With mailM-crash and crossing falchion's gleam ; 
Prolong the tale, and fill our passing dream. 

This sing, where nymphs present the sweet an*ay, 
And she, Aglaia, not the woi*st, I deem, 

Doth smile to lure, and frown to send away 3 
When august she withholds her presence — who can stay? 

VIII. 

Ah ! sure she is a daughter of the land, 

A royal dame, not thi'one, nor sceptre made ; 
One bom to rule ; to conquer ; to command ; 

Smile-crowned ; heart-followed ; and love-obeyed : 
So, see the nymph in such sweet sort arrayed. 

Youth's beauty-bloom ; and Virtue's gentle pride ; 
Not strong to force, but gentle to persuade : 

For spots to knocks and threats safe fortified, 
Have let in easeful love where Force had dared, and died. 
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IX. 

Her eyes — ah ponder eyes, those fitful lamps 

Which light the outside sort with soul within, 
Two shining bivouacs wherein encamps 

The smile of Virtue, or the wile of Sin. 
Her eyes are spirits, and one look doth win 

New subject-souls, and hearts' responsive thrill ; 
For like full brims where sated bees fall in, 

And drown their pleasure in repletion's ill ; 
He drinks their joy, he falls, and she lives as she wilL 

X. 

And unawares she speaks, that gentle voice 

Gushing as sounds of music from her throat. 
Sure is from siren-lips born to rejoice. 

Each speech a song, and every word a note. 
Certes its diapason, all untaught. 

Is in itself as perfect harmony, 
Whereon exacting sense doth fondly dote. 

As on sweet strains of easeful melody, 
In meditated joy, and subtle symphony. 

XI. 

Like vagrant strands, breeze-rustled, and wind-blown. 

Her hair in silken streamers woos her feet. 
Of airy waves is it, and lightly brown. 

In some chance hue, harmoniously sweet. 
Weft is it into four, and every pleat 

Delays the moonbeam with a gilded crest. 
And to its light, now full, now flying fleet. 

Disports in golden sympathy ; the rest 
To darkness is espoused, unseen, and unconf est 
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XII. 

And standing there, beside her own adored, 

Hep's is the lesser statiu*e, slimly slight, 
Aj3 meet for woman to her love and lord, 

Frail, tender, suppliant to re^al right. 
Most real, perchance, to every little wight. 

Though scofi&ng earth him dub a sorry calf. 
Height hath horizon, and its substance mighty 

And moral strength perforce doth somewhat dwarf 
When man reigns in the shade of his high better-half. 

XIII. 

But gallant love ! what of this same esquire ? 

Art thou too coy to paint the bearded cheek 1 
The sinew strong, the will, the heart of fire, 

Are not these thine as well as wooed and weak 1 
Who at thy shrine is this same pilgrim 1 Speak 1 

What ! he, Sir Laric, he the secret while, 
Laric the strong, fresh from the battle-reek, 

Nature in its rough swelling, love's exile. 
Not lithesome Dare, not Brissenden ; Ho smile ! 
Why smile ] 

XIV. 

Ah me ! uncouth his words reciprocate 

Her gentle tale, with lips not wise to tell 
In such inflections nicely delicate. 

Heart's tender thought, and Love's voluptuous 
spell ; 
So thus restrained, doth gloating presence dwell 

On lips exultant in a wanton howl. 
Free throat of space, high battle's soaring bell, 

And untrimmed voices spent o'er mellow bowl : 
He tries a lover's lisp, but certes 'tis a growl. 

c 
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XV. 

For sense hath session ; flesh wide sort and show ; 

Is Mars, man Mars, great wit and warrior too % 
Or the high hero touched with honoured brow 

Reputed but for one great gift or few ] 
To every soul is song, to all some due, 

Some fortune favouring, some native boon, 
A lion's strength, a wood-dove's amorous coo, 

Array of flesh, heart's good, or spirit's tune. 
Here, Laric thou. Love's fool. War's prince the morrow 
noon. 

XVL 

Sweetly they think, and happy thought inspires 

Their souls to breathe the twice-told tale again ; 
As earth they see that pleaseth fond desires, 

Kingdom so beautiful for Love's sweet reign. 
Yet earthly heart is sated not ; ah fain 

They would leave this for some yet purer thing, 
Spot where was never fever, ache, nor pain. 

Where wintry chill ne spoilt the vernal spring, 
Where time did never end, nor season take, and bring. 

XVII. 

Wide should they wander, where, it mattered not 

Since there was naught of woe, nor toil, nor fear, 
No thought to stamp thought with a breathing blot, 

Ko mote to eye, no distant death, no tear. 
There pleasure made no count of year and year, 

Nor fitful beauty bloom but to decay, 
Nor brows turn cold, nor lives grow old and sere ; 

Then should they breathe new songs uncloyed 
with clay. 
And earth, for all the former things were passed away. 
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XVIII. 

Tlie sailing sun cleaves slow tlie lazy morn, 

The earth lies still as it were noon-asleep, 
Sweet winds come lightly o'er the silent lawn, 

Anon a bird doth fly, an insect creep, 
Or drowsy stream sing sudden, soft, and deep. 

This is the ruddy morn, the day of debt. 
When Chivalry her festal pledge doth keep ; 

Lo ! by the woods, the spreading lists are set, 
Lords, maids, knights, squires are come, due time 
delayeth yet. 

XIX. 

Ah joyously, Aglaia marks the fond, 

'The loving light in one's confessing 'ee 
Though in her sort, proud dame, she looks beyond 

Upon the sunny sky, the silent lea, 
With love's coy arts, and maids' perversity. 

For always known, though learned not of schools, 
Nor art of law, nor leafy mystery, 

Pysche trows the ways, and holds aright the tools. 
That sway the sceptre well where wily Cupid mles. 

XX. 

Some praised the damsel, soft perchance, but deep ; 

And matched her charms with all the lovely land ; 
Told how wild Dare would open in his sleep 
Day-stifled seci^ets they mote understand. 
Ah ! quick, and wide, she oped her lily hand 

In chastisement to one whose humour grew ; 
Saying, as all abashed he blushed to stand, 
" Thei'e is youi* penance and your pardon too, 
Sir Knight ! here take the hand that was unkind, to you.'' 
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XXI. 

Now over all set Silence sits supreme, 

While in the midst, two wights with lowly grace 
Pause at the envious bounds of each extreme, 

And nurse their chargers for the expected race. 
Lance lance provokes ; face looks to looking face ; 

A moment yet, ere mighty deeds they stay, 
"While runs the circling thrill around the placa 
" Laissez aller !" they loose^ they rush, they play ; 
The gallant lists are oped, loves^ crowns, to win this day. 

XXII. 

Ho ! shake the pencell, grasp the rein, prepare 

Ye gallant boys the best, the victor shock ; 
So soon the time to encounter, and to bear 

The cheers that flatter, or the cheers that mock. 
Like waves their hands, each body like a rock, 

Impetuously they spur and forth they ride, 
Goes lance, beats heart, lo 1 now the potent knock — 

Fair ! foul ! they swerve, they rift, they rift aside, 
Each lance bores hissing air in issues channelled wide. 

XXIII. 

Aga.iTi ! again ! ye fiery boys again. 

Set ye your hands, and pride your glowing hearta. 
The silence issues unto deeds, ah fain 

Eaeh fitful charger fights, and paws, and starts. 
Away ! over the flying space that parts. 

The hurled horses fume, and foam, and fret^ 
Like flames their eyes, their spirits fiery darts ; 

Proudly they go, behold them ! they are met, 
O sorry boy ! he falls 1 nay ! nay ! not yet I not yet I 



AGLAIA UNVEILED. 37 



XXIV. 

Anon, with mutual thoughts they separate ; 

And part themselves ten lances'-lengths or more ; 
Again they swiftly come, again they wait, 

With hands sure set, hearts fixed, and hopes before. 
'Tis won ! 'tis lost ! 'tis but begun ! 'tis o'er ! 

Thou tottering crest, no heart, and weary wrists, 
How now the gallant banderole you bora 

Lo ! lo ! to earth he sinks in dusky mists, 
His lost^ loosed, snorting horse runs clashing o'er the 
lists. 

XXV. 

• Into the morning leaps the festal cheer, 
High over all the stirring strain ascends, 
The earth is- his, the birds' sweet anthems clear. 

The victor one, all are his present friends. 
Joy clothes his limbs, his life, his glowing ends, 

And dances on the glory of his pluma 
Perchance with praise some part of pity blends 
For yon the lost laid low in joyless gloom, 
Though to his spirit 'tis as praise writ on a tomb. 

XXVI. 

With nodding plume, loose rein, and ringing arms. 

Into the new expectant silence, Lo ! 
There trots another youth ; he stops, he calmS 

His fiery steed, then gives the expected bow. 
Knight-armed, black-plumed, upon his shield below 

Provokes his crest — a rock set in a sea. 
His knightly name 1 whence doth he come and go 1 

His knightly fame 1 the stranger, who is he 1 — 
An unknown son it seems, Sir Errant let him be. 
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XXVII. 

Now swings into the list with dancing strides 

The steed opposing, and another's skill ; 
Shout upon shout invades him as he rides 

Once round the place, then halts and all is still. 
Set, silent, sure^ they pause with secret will. 

In changeful grips each weapon roundly spins, 
And sun shines down, and Hope doth fade and fill. — 
" Sii' L^ic ! ah," one Saith " the stranger wins." 
The summons sounds, the silence bursts, the joust 
begins. 

XXVIII. 

Arise I arise ! behold he spurs, he comes, 

Away 1 fair youth, for prize, and loving lass ; 
Hear how his hope-hOof on thy patience drums. 

Think how his end gains 'neath his dim cuirass. 
O Laric thou ! alas ! thy hope alas ! 

Now is the time when glory blooms, or dies, 
He comes, away, away, before the mass — 

Bravo I Sir Laric, bravo to the skies, 
So near thy sorrow seemed thou hadst but shame and 
sighs. 

XXIX. 

Now in the centre, in the silence met, 

With loud concussion smite the burning two ; 
What merry strains their harness doth beget. 

How wild, how fierce, the clamour bursts anew. 
Think ye how each his spirit doth renew, 

Flatter his strength and wing his hope supreme. 
As one who robs his rest of all its due. 

For this that future power would esteem 
To know here must he toil, then, can he fondly dream. 
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XXX. 

But speaks Aglaia, " Oh, how long deferred 1 

My heart's a-two, now will I close my eyes, 
And think no fever-thought, nor speak a word, 

Till joust shall end and these extremities." 
So each hot orb light^mptied, darkly dies ; 

And she as one who dreams upon the nighty 
Save that her wit would clothe her face eye- wise. 

Dark, dark and still, ho ! turbulence, ho ! light — 
Lone Laric, victor he leaps to her hurrying sight. 

XXXI. 

So to the shrine of gay-pl\imed Chivalry, 

In ancient days, did Virtue make repair. 
All things of truth, and actions fair, and free, 

Laughed in her dancing crest, and gallant air. 
Her heart was justice, and a mother's care ; 

Her words sweet songs j her ears doors opened wide, 
Wo to receive, and the weak part prefer : 

So light as sun through blackness did she ride, 
Darkness dispersed, life laughed, and earth was sancti- 
fied. 

XXXII. 

Then was that eve, night dark, and sunny mom ; 

Swift unto love the joyous season sped. 
Here, by its time of passing pleasure worn. 

There, by the end two hearts did fondly dread ; 
They had the rip'ning mom, the morning sped, 

Awhile they laughed, Time drew its binding hasp, 
Was near, was come, was here O bended head 

Alone for thee that last long lingeiing grasp 
Where mutual love delays to read \iiQ ^*dx\Axv^ ^^s^sj^. 
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XXXIII. 

For he shall go, she sees, she knows not where ; 

Luckless ambassador from court of fear. 
Some far-away and she shall not be there, 

Where he may call and Love shall never hear ; 
Where he may fall and Love shall not be near ; 

Or die and go, and Love shall be content 
Poring o'er star, and horoscope of seer ; 

Perchance in some frail spell's fair testament 
Soothes her glad hearty she smiles, she does not then 
lament. 

XXXIV. 

" Look, look Aglaia on thy moon at eve, 

Ere thou dost melt the golden hours to sleep ; 
" Let not thy patience mourn, thy spirit grieve. 
Nor love be sorrow that doth wail and weep. 
For as thou there thy loving watch may keep, 

I too do part thy secret lot with thee. 
Join eyes to eyes, heart heart, and spirit deep ; 
And though our lives pitch in adversity, 
This shall a pledge, and sign between us brightly be." 

XXXV. 

" Farewell ! Sir Laric, and again farewelL" 

Hark how the earth the mournful words doth take, 
Breeze unto breeze, and bird to bird doth tell 

The weary parting for her lovely sake. 
Slow runs the river sighing to the lake, 

The forests murmur, and the great trees groan, 
Life's dull concussions kindred dirges make, 
The silence sorrows, and the tumults moan, 
"Farewell, farewell, my love, now am I left forlorn." 
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XXXVI. 

Forlorn, forlorn, forlorn, ah wofiil Queen, 

Nay mourn thee not, thou art not thus we tell, 
'Tis thine with him, unbodied, and iinseen, 

To live and laugh, in Love's electric spell. 
Stretched, but not broken in the long f arewelL 

The wailful maid may be the smiling wife ; 
Laugh, Love, 'tis well ; Grieve, Love, 'tis also well ; 

Vicissitude is half the charm of life, 
Tears come with smiles, grief joy, rest follows woful 
strife. 

XXXVII. 

Upon the wings of some chance butterfly. 

Or bird's swift pinion, or passing wind, 
May speed, swift couriers of thy glancing eye, 

Love's tender thought, and spirit of thy mind ; 
They speed and go and leave thee far behind, 

Nursing thy heart perchance with fume and fret ; 
Ah lady fair ! ah maiden, you may find 

To want is pleasure here, to reach, to get, 
A trapped bird flown ; a fall ; a something wanted yet 

XXXVII. 

you, ye earth-queens ! think her not too dear, 

Nor ruddy cheekt condemn her lonely wo, 
Ye stately dames, who smile to cast a tear, 

This was sweet love, for love is chastened so. 
Smiles, joyaunce, light, not that alone, ah no. 

If love be tender-true, and pure, and deep. 
Withal the nymphs, we know not how they go, 

The secret spots where maids their vigils keep, 
Where oft perchance our morning beauties watch and 
weep. 
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XXXIX. 

Now as some new-made sister in her cell, 

A fair frail thing but torn and trembling still, 
Who to the earth hath bid a long farewell, 

And flesh far hid though earth had yet her will ; 
Aglaia thinks upon the woes that fill 

Her evening heart, but yet in gloom esteems 
The coming mom to ease her weight of ill, 

And in the hope espoused to sorrow deems 
Therein she can find loveliness by deeds, or dreams. 

XL. 

Slow came the easeful time of falling leaves, 

And ruddy tints, and fragrant breaths around; 
Got was the rude-won harvest under eaves 

And golden plenty reaped the fructile ground : 
And wild o' nights there came the hollow sound > 

Of tempest due, succeeding time did send, 
Winds travailing shrill in sigh, and shriek, and 
swoundy 
Or air did seem the parting of a friend 
Who with her ripe rich breath would bless ere she 
must end. 

XLI. 

And o'er the dying earth a spirit breath, 

A thing of fancy, sweet, and sad, and soft, 
Whose touch was dissolution, gentle Death, 

Felt but not seen, lulled all to rest ; but oft 
From spreading woods, and earth's sequestered croft, 

Came deeper notes of Beauty's elegy. 
Ere in sweet vapours stole her breath aloft 

Above the sod, the stem, the leafless tree ; 
Ajid Life was gone, and Death reigaed silently. 
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XLII. 

Like fallen temples stood the broken woods, 

The skies were dead, the long land bare and wide ; 
Down thunderous valleys deep the wintry floods 

Strove with the wailing winds in gusty tida 
No more were song, and petal crimson-dyed ; 

No more Earth's censored sweets, and flowery ease ; 
But there a phantom, thin, and hollow-eyed, 

Stalked o'er the land, and through the crypted trees. 
As he, a slave, with gyves loud clashing at his knees. 

r 

XLIII. 

Ah finished time ! e'en thus 'tis meet, and rights 

In that the ending of thy glowing noon. 
In thy life turned to death, thy day to nighty 

To see my winter through my summer boon ; 
When from this lot I too am gathered soon 

Called loosened pilgrim from this earthly cell ; 
My eyes are darkly dim, I feel, I swoon. 

Earth's dirges die, I hear heaven's anthems swell, 
I am caught up, in life, or death, I cannot telL 

XLIV. 

So for our passing phantasy, an end, 

This fitful history of an earlier day ; 
Farewell the jovial feast, foe, champion, friend, 

The glowing tourney, and the bloody fray. 
Farewell, Sir Laric on his lonely way 

Spurring apace, strong-armed, and heavy-mailed ; 
Farewell the maid who must but sit and stay ; 

The joys she h^d, the times when grief assailed, 
Her heart unbared, soul seen, Aglala. \3iin^^<^ 
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Shall I as one who gathers unripe fruit, 

Or dams a river s force ere it be run, 
Or like a lover fiery in his suit, 

Proffer the end ere strain be well begun t 
Shall good deeds die, grace go, and maid be won 

To one dull line and all be said and o'er ] 
Though lovers live, and doughty deeds are done. 

Away ! ye phantasies, this look before, 
Joys, sorrows, spirits meet, one spirit evermore. 




'|t0litg-iiifil\t. 



A BALLAD. 



Ho ! now I sing a gallant thing, 

. That deed of long ago, 
When mighty host, to Britain's coast 

Once sailed the boastful foe. 
A foreign flag, the flaunting rag 

Of dusky sons of Spain ; 
Along the waves, they came, the braves, 
A great, a spreading train. 

Sing ho ! sing ho ! sing ho ! 
The coming of the foe. 
The battle, and the rattle, and the roar ; 
Britannia's men of might, 
The days of 'eighty-eight 
And the steady, ever ready times of yore : 
Hush ! Silence ! 



IL 



Their streamers won our English sun, 
Their thousand masts our skies, 

And brightly on the noontide shone, 
And lit their panoplies 
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Ah 'twas a bright, a goodly sight, 

To see each mighty brig ; 
All giant-like, a power to strike 

In such a gallant rig. 

III. 
Along they came, for sack and fame. 

Drew nearer yet and near, 
While sharp as things with wings and stings, 

Hung English on their rear. 
Till out at last, with bending mast, 

Hied Drake, and British oak, 
Formed stem to stem, and after them 

Shot through the blinding smoka 

IV. 

Shot through the sky, the smoke, say I, 

With many a cheer went they, 
And round about, and in, and out, 

Struck swift or slipped away ; 
While hollow port and rocky fort, 

Sent back the ocean's roar, 
Ah years on years, old English ears 

Scarce heard such din before. 

V. 

Like spirits drunk, struck, sinking, sunk 

Hispania's ships went down, 
And o'er their fears, rose British cheers 

To know the fight their own. 
Thus, was the fray, that famous day. 

And when the fight was done, 
Black beam, bare mast, and hearts aghast, 

Were all the Dons had won. 
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VI. 

Their sorry ghosts did sink by Scottish coasts 

Did sink on rock, and reef, 
And only few, of all their crew 

Bore unto Spain its grief. 
Ho ! now is told that deed of old, 

That fighting day of yore. 
God grace ns give, in peace to live. 

Now, hence, and evermore. 




m 







L 



Here then they sleep, the unrenowned, the hoary ; 

Chill, silent, sparkless, blind; 
Uncouthly decked, each with his simple story 

Of rural life and kind. 



II. 



The reverend sire, who from his labours resting 

Was slowly carried out, 
His lowly worth his neighbours there attesting. 

His children round about. 



III. 



These holy matrons of their simple village, 
From kindly home and kin, 

No more shall toil in harvest-time, nor tillage. 
Tend roost, nor sew, nor spin. 



IV. 



Fair daughters taken in their summer beauty. 
The young, the loved, the dear ; 

Sons, caught from earth in pleasure, or in duty, 
Behold them ! they are here. 
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V. 

" Upon t\ij breast the dull earth coldly presses, 

On lips the clay, ah thee ! 
Dust fills the beauty of thy golden tresses, 

Death sleeps upon thy 'ea 

VI. 

Shine, shine, ye summer suns ! but we are taken, 

Ye changeful seasons roll ! 
Our drowsy dust for thee, and we awaken 

In glory of a souL" 

VII. 

By the rude porch he dead yet softly speaking 
" Kalph More," read in thy search, 

" For forty years, not wealth nor glory seeking. 
Incumbent of this church, 

VIII. 

In worth most excellent^ in spirit fervent. 

Beloved of rich and poor, 
A gentle master, and a humble servant ; 

Not dead but gone before." 

IX. 

And with the willows waving softly o*er her. 

In her ancestral tomb. 
Here lieth Dame Adel6 Mary Dora, 

Fourth Lady March, of Luma 

X. 

Ah ! cast away is book, and robe, and mattock, 

Their works are finished. 
The holy pastor dofis his earthly cassock, 

And bows his hoary head. 

D 
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XI. 

From its high seat, its lordly place, is fallen 

The rich, the dazzling crown. 
The lovely bloom from blushing cheeks is stolen, x 

The stately life laid down. 

XII. 

And here at common peace in God's selection, 

Gathered and laid away. 
They lowly wait the coming Resurrection, 

The trump of judgment day. 

XIII. 

O ! Saviour Jesus Christ, on all conditions, 

Upon all sorts of men, 
Hear these, we pray, our weak, our wild petitions, 

Have pitying mercy — ^then. 




-mi^r M^^^t^T^ 



laqistHn 




L 



Into the empty morning where the wailful tempest blows, 
Into the world of silence,' Mark, half dozing, slowly goes. 



II. 



Tlie chancel door is gained anon, the poi*tal o]>ens wide, 
And o'er his drowsy vision swift the ghosts of fancy glide. 



III. 



The bold cnisader by the font, his sepulchre gleams white. 
Embellished with the fashion of the weai)on and the knight. 

IV. 

Along the sleeping morning, wide tlie bell-chime slowly tolls. 
For the vigils of the living, and the heavenward flight of souls. 

V. 
Tolls, tolls, tolls, tolls, now full, now faint, it dies, and sinks to 

rest; 
The ringer he has dropt to dreams, his hands crossed on his 

breast 

VI. 

What is this dreamy world % and say, what is this region dinn % 
The answer is dissolved in a song of Seraphim. 

VII. 

Ah in this time-worn belfry not a sound is tlicro, no breath. 
But all its air is filled with the rich, y\\)^ ^quV vii ^^^-aiOcu 




O, Pierian nymphs ! sweet be the intruding strain 
That sings a maiden's life, a beauty's reign j 
To mightier themes do mightier rhymes belong, 
The wild, the fierce, the impulsive, and the strong ; 
But here blest maids alone our chapters rise 
To tender days, and maiden's courteous eyes. 
Ye nymphs attend ! ye all-illustrious nine ! 
Exalt the strain, and prompt the failing line ; 
Nor yet for love be blindly borrowed, 
If, in our course, vice raise her hydra-head 
And on the virgin robe, and simple lot 
Shall grossly fall sin's stain and evil spot 
Behold the heroine then, aetat three, 
Neatly arrayed in sweet simplicity, 
Beauteous her form, her golden locks in curl, 
She what a mother calls " My little girL" 
Upon the floor she stands, a coming queen. 
Guileless of heart and beautiful of mien. 
The starlike angel of her father's hall, 
The living face of dead ones on the waU; 
Look on the promise of her early grace. 
With life sweet spirit flitting o'er her face. 
Cheeks like the rose as rose in summer blows, 
Bloom of the morn's as youthlie life endows, 
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Ere time doth make a deed-box of our skulls, 
And rob our golden locks with secret pulls. 
Praised to be good, yet in her early tide 
Doth Chastisement ne turn its rod aside, 
Where needful ruling, and Life's curbing reins, 
Enforce their laws with penalties and pains. 
Dried the fast tears which childish sorrow sheds, 
Low lisps the nursery of curly heads. 
While in deep silence, awful and serene. 
The little culprit tells how bad she 's been. 
Or soft, perchance, steals mamma to condole, 
And give the kiss that soothes the little soul, 
And take the tale of penitential night 
That leaves the past and makes the future white. 
Ne 'er has soft maiden, agile, boisterous elf. 
Drawn round her reign her individual self 
Anent that sense of courtly heritage 
Endowed by birth, and riped with glowing aga 
Where, glance to glance and face to face serene, 
A something interposing parts between, 
An airy subjugation which endows 
The voice with names, the body's port with bows ; 
And state to serving hearts remotely known. 
Speaks its behests with its high head bowed down. 
How loud Bell's laugh ; how boisterous the chase 
When she doth hunt old John from place to place. 
Some lisped petition, childish boon to ask ; 
Or help to hinder in his wonted task. 
Ah ! happy day when pa did give a cob. 
How spirit heaved, how hopeful thought did throb, 
Nor all the long night could she sleep a wink, 
For expectation lived, and hope would thlak. 
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Up with the sun, she ambled o'er the lawn, 
Was sometimes safe, and sometimes overthrown, 
Damaged the flower-beds, disturbed her clothes, 
And grazed the bridge of her ancestral nose. 
But on she went, the hot blood in her veins. 
Set her small heart and held fast to the reins, 
Improved with age, till you can understand 
How got this seat superb, and tender hand. 

Anon she gains the age of long sixteen, 
Certes, an epoch to the growing queen ; 
Then rough wild hair is tied in sober locks, 
And maidhood adds some inches to her frocks. 
Now Love betimes inclines the glowing mind. 
Sees smiles in sun, hears song in every wind. 
So sweet the blushing power she wields, perchance 
In the first flush'of Love's inheritance. 
To dreams in night, and deeds by flirting day, 
Affection longs to throw itself away. 
Headstrong it is, a hot love that belongs 
To lack of love, and sentimental songs ; 
Till to some happy wight she makes, sweet dame, 
The darling revelation of her nama 
Call Time an ointment, call it what you will, 
It is the same fleet soothing healer still ; 
And bleeding hearts, turned hopes, and eyes of tears, 
Are cured by weeks, forgotten after years. 
Well, as for Bell, this one particular dame. 
Sure to her secret shrine fair pilgrims came. 
Here, some young magnate of the county ; there, 
A lucky nephew, or presumptive heii*. 
Propitious youth, its sense got by the book ; 
Its wit bj rote ; its wisdom in the look ; 



BELL THE BELLE. 55 



But sooth these wights were very pleasant elves, 

When they did leave off looks and show themselves. 

How deep their thoughts as oft they tried to screw 

Her changeful ways to things that Love would do. 

Elastic Fancy, in the morning white. 

May veer^o Stygian black before the night ; 

And this by maxims propped to morning mind 

May shift to nonsense ere the evening wind. 

So each successive day might find each wight 

A victor glorious, or a victim whita 

So in such lists her beauty-flag unfurled, 

Bell has her victories and her subject world. 

Soft speeds the hour, the day, the week, and then 

Once more the old bells chime along the glen, 

And on the morning, lighting like a dove. 

Comes the sweet message of eternal love. 

Anon, in precincts of the village school 

A dozen little folks are hers to rule : 

Six little girls in iridescent frocks. 

Six little boys in pastoralic smocks. 

Twelve little souls twelve minds twelve faces fair 

Lit with the light of Bell's sweet spirit there. 

And sweetly now along the parish aisle 

Raised is her voice, her lovely voice, awhile ; 

Ye sister-nymphs ! was ever strain so sweet 1 

Spirit more blest 1 or earthly aim more meet 

Than in pure joy and holy pleasure, when 

She chaunts the psalm or breathes the sweet Amen 1 

Deep in her better heart the blest array 

Joins with her life, comes with each holy day. 

The organ-loft, the tombs, the narrow aisles. 

The three stone cherubs with their changeless smiles. 
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The low-pitched roof, the old knight's ancient shrine, 

Close to the font, there sun was wont to shine ; 

The widows' seats and their poor battered folk ; 

The children's pews, the pulpit's blackened oak. 

And he of hoary head, who long had stood 

Nestor of all, to teach the things of good.^ 

So long through all her journeyed joy and strife 

He seemed, somehow, a pillar in her life. 

Ah patriarch he, his years about his head, 

Himself the saint whose eulogy he read. 

As like a trusty shepherd of his fold. 

He said, " I have been young, but now am old," 

While round his hoary head and reverent air, 

All glory-like sun shone and circled there. 

Farewell to rural fields. She comes to town, 
Where public lists give people loud renown. 
Time speaks her charms, the whispered strain runs round. 
And fertile Echo multiplies the sound. 
Was at this dance, and that, a goodly dame. 
Her style of beauty, so ; what, zounds ! her name 1 
Till when the sun the evening joy reviews, 
She first night beauty of the morning news. 
Condemned forthwith to gild the mutual talk 
Of lounging wights in club-rooms' circling smoke. 
There while the weed is lipped and soothed the joint, 
Has her new beauty meted point by point, 
Critique dissembled not in any part. 
But gushing out, straight from each candid heart. 
Around her charms the social henchman falls ; 
Her portrait st^ys on many attic walls : 
Thus to coy life she bids a long adieu. 
And leaves the past for prospects of the new. 
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New 's an usurper always ousting old, 
For one is warm, the other something cold. 
Bright shines the sun, and blows the gentle breeze. 
On Apsley's long venue, and Hida's treea 
The clock strikes four, and on with busy hum, 
In flying cavalcades the people come. 
Along they sweep, till on the cozened eye 
The due array comes quickly cantering by. 
Gay is each plume, adorned each secret face, 
On nimble hoofs they speed the sunny raca 
Promiscuous elves of fortune, or of birth. 
Chasing the phantom form of flying mirth, 
Diverse that spirit unto different minds. 
For folks are here of many lands, and kinds. 
To some, perchance, the elfin's airy dress 
Assumes the garb of female loveliness. 
Where smiling Beauty shews her lovely face. 
Her august carriage, and bewitching grace. 
Premiere at ball, and dux upon The MUe ; 
The earth's her throne, a sceptre her sweet smila 
High are her triumphs, numberless her hearts, 
She feeds on them as some on apple-tarta 
Perchance another longs the glittering show, 
Where gilded wealth comes quickly clattering now. 
Along the dust displays the costly glare. 
To gild its throne and make the people stare ; 
And in its high conceit, day after day. 
Comes with the sun to flaunt the vain array. 
Here trots, perchance, a whilom potentate 
Condemned to fly, by some hitch in the state. 
Or there, a veteran, turned from the wars. 
Clasps on his breast, and on his visage scars, 
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While steeds disport, and lordly chariots roll, 
Inspires his dram of mirth, staid as an owl ; 
Looks on the scene with his best weather-eye. 
And thinks " what divers things beneath one sky." 
Nor stops the strain when noontide fades to night, 
While other scenes may lengthen short delight, 
For smiling, now to their nocturnal halls, 
Light waves her lamp, and siren-pleasure calls. 
And o'er the revelries again ascend 
The waltzing strains this mom did only end, 
When on the dance, the sun came flashing red, 
And day began, and folks went home — to bed. 
" How d' ye do again T " 'Tis what % you say," 
** Where have we been 1" " How spent this self -same 
day r 
O ! yawning through it all, we hardly trow. 
Well hour by hour, the same has gone, somehow. • 
And thus, O friend, behold us prancing here. 
Because the big event is drawing near. 

How dear to them, who Ve never won before, 
Is one chance hit, just one victorious score, 
Something to rub, and cherish evermore. 
How vain to them who realms and men command, 
Are all the favours of the hollow land. 
So Bell hath won, and won, and had her fill ; 
But on she goes, is out, and winning still. 
Certes a mercenary sense, — no more 
Enough of this, O Muse ! one look before, 
A new ancestral portrait on the wall. 
For earth a grave, a memory, this is all. 
A loosened soul, that goes back to its Lord ; 
Virtiie^a beginning, Vice's fiery hoard, 
Out of the whirl of life, wealth., grajce aAoic^^. 



jazaiju^- 



I. 



It was the day of daisy, and of mirth, 

And siin in heaven, and bird in every tree, 

That, roving wide along the summer earth. 
There came to sight, a son, a man, ah me ! 



II. 



O ! what a thing of blemish and of blot. 
Formed in the glorious fashion of a man, 

Twined was his withered skin in many a knot. 
His spirit stricken, and his visage wan. 



III. 



His flesh was not like unto maidens' bloom ; 

His life was not of sweet and blushing thing, 
The eai'th no banquet-hall, a secret tomb. 

Its jocund song, his funeral whispering. 



IV. 



Sore is the heart that rests upon no heart. 
But spends its time alone, the last, the least. 

Sore is the lackless one, who stands apart, 
Unasked, un welcomed to the glowing feast. 
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V. 

Say ! what could meet that eloquence of grief 1 
Told in the spirit of a sparkless eye, 

Which, looking on, saw anguish, no relief. 
Wrapped in itself, to suffer, and to die. 

VI. 

To that bare, loveless rock, his passing home, 
To that poor stuff, the banquet of his blood, 

To those few fields which bound his wish to roam. 
The part of evil, and the lack of good ; " 

VII. 

He turns his feet, and leaves the paths of men, 
He slumbers, vwakes, arises in his ill, 

Traces the path of weary life, and then 

Lays dowii his head, his customs, and is stilL 

VIII. 

Is still, is dead, is taken, is not seen 

A man, someone, somewhere, is dead to-day. 

Who seeks the new-made grave along the green ? 
Who sheds Love's tear upon the loveless clay ? 

IX. 

Ah ! none do mark his coming, or his flight, 
Though one fond mother once did bear a son. 

None feel the union of a human lightj 
A friendship lost, a sacred memory won. 

X. 

Rejoice ! for your redemption draweth nigh, 

The trumpet calls thee unto heaven's high feast ; 
He is caught up into the furthest sky, 
Me 23 the greateat who waa once t>hQ least 




|tfe'8 |oubI(i. 



I. 



Old places, and old faces, Lo ! 

Again that ancient home, 
Hot Youth he stopped a day, then Ho ! 

Was off, was off, to roam. 

II. 

The sun shines brightly here, but there, 

How bright it used to shine, 
Upon the lilac and the pear, 

And that old room of mina 

III. 

My window beauteous to the west, 
With blooms I used to train — 

The church-time bells have swung to rest, 
The mom is hushed again. 

IV. 

And all have gone up Mallow Hill, 

This rest-day of the week. 
And in the chancel-pews are still. 

To hear the preacher speak. 
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v., 

He tells them, as he used to tell 
When we were young and gay, 

Of Christ and heaven, of sin and hell, 
How men but pass away. 

VI. 

Ah ! but a ston^throw from the door, 
Beneath the lyke-gate tree. 

They lie together, rich and poor, 
And one who cherished me. 

VII. 

The yeoman thinks upon his dead. 
And his blue eyes are dim. 

A father there bows down his head. 
For one and grieves for him. 

VIII. 

The sun will sink below the ridge. 
The lanes and paths grow cool. 

While Kestors talk upon the bridge. 
And lovers by the pool. 

IX. 

Then all to rustic dreams will go. 

Ere nightingales begin, 
And drowsy earth lie hushed below 

Till one more day is in. 

X. 

Ah ! well I see ; ah ! well I sec. 

Laid in their English sun. 
The rough street and the Rectory, 

Mike's farm by Langley E-mh. 
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XL 

The first-field homestead up the road, 

With porch-door open wide, 
While o'er the threshold, bright and broad. 

The orchard sunbeams glida 

XIL 

The lads are ploughing in the garth, 

The men are on the glebe, 
And M^ is busy by the hearth — 

She once was village Hebe. 

XIIL 

The thorn is out at Houlet Bend, 

The sheep are on the hill, 
The cows are lowing at the end 

Of Harden Lane, for Will 

XIV. 

They live, they marry, and they die, 

On English wolds anon ; 
All round their church at length shall lie, 

In daisied roods — ^but ona 





xm^ 




Nu did ther dwel in o grete Englysshe toun, 
Vpon a tyme which ye shal best deuise, 

A certein mayde who soughte no grete renoun, 
Nor fer fro secrete eek ungentil eyes. 
For al remote hir lyf was in this wyse, 
And ofte aweary was she in hir lotte, 
Til in her bosom Loue, the thief, he gotta. 

Loue, bashful thyng, trew is, eek softs of speche, 
Merthf ul in herte, and suete of blushing deede. 

What gentil joyaunce comen vn-to ech. 
How nestles to hir ioy she in hir greede, 
Leans on his loue he in his hungry neede, 
Feyre as is sonne, but in its light a mote, 
Jalousie hight, al sory is its sorta 



Nu, so she was a general sorte of mayde, 
O of a lotte, O of the comen crowd. 

Whose poetrie of existence, and parada 
Al gentil is ne stately grande, ne prouda 
Y'cleped the self-same mayden and chirche-vowed 
Suete Constance, fitte for gushing louers feyne, 
MellMuous Maud, Rose suete, or Nancie pleyn. 
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Hir her was gilden, broiin, blacke, something sure, 
(Yet ne grete matere in thys lytel tale,) 

E'en, rauen, gray, broiin,paraiintre azure. 

Complexion mostlie derk, but sometymes pala 
In loue, in ioy, and vertu, did she fail 1 
Was she a sory dame 1 a Xantippe thys 1 
Ne, tendre-trew, and f eyre suete for to kys. 

I wot the knight, a uery lemed clerke, 

Ful did hee drink of materes depe, and dym. 

To get al knowlych was his dailie werke, 
And Latine clerks espie and prosper hinu 
He was of lo, say I, a lytel lymb, 
A sort of sap, a kind of stalk, to say, 
A bud — ^but to our tale we will away. 

Loue ! loue ! coxdd I so write if fain deuise 

Swich thynges to tellen which thy feuer brought 1 

Nay, thys glad reder best hymself espies. 

Than putte to rules wit sullen pen, and thought. 
For seek we Loue, wot I, it is as naught, 
But fume, and fret, and thyng wUd as ia air, 
Leaue so it then to Loue and hir herte f eyra 

Brif^htliche shone sonne vpon the marriafi^e day. 
As op gaQie didde dra^e weddy^Lc^ 

The lytel children gladly, so to say. 

With happie pleasaunce chymed the near approach, 
Filled they the road, and lined the parisch porche, 
And smyled on all benign as thyngs bifel. 
Pore elves, I wot, who ne can rede and s^eL 

E 
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And sons, and mooders fro the dym purlieus, 
Ne stoppynge hem feyre decent geare to don, 

Hem forth were comen as they caught the news, 
The plesance gaie to marke, and speke thereon. 
Mused on the matere as the grete sonne shone 
And shook heddes altogether dirty host, 
Yet is my heart but kind to hem at most. 

Y'cladd the mayden was in vergin white, 
like vnto snowe that on the ground doth lie 

Hir herte, it was a morsel feather-light, 
And happie joyaunce sparkled in her eye. 
Ah trew, she was a joy so to espie, 
As eure on earth ther was a pleasant thynge. 
Well fitte to loue, and laugh, and dance,'and synge. 

And in feyre sorte bedizened was hir groom, 
Ne, not so grande, but in his manere suete, 

A goodliche person in a drawinge-roome^ 

Heigh, uersed in knowlych, sober, and discrete. 
Bedight fro shoulders was hee vn-to f eete 
PerfumM rare, well-garnished, handsome eek, 
A feyre, fitte, man a lytel wyf to seeka 

Grete loue to hir nu tendereth hir friendes. 
For that fro hem she forth will go hir weye, 

Strawed round her chambre, costlie odds and ends, 
For gentil Friendship neare thurgh monie a day 
Feyre thynges fro Samarcand, Ind, and Cathay, 
And contrees wide where rouing brothers go, 
Gifts eek fro High Strete, Eastcheap, Pymlicoe. 
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Nu, by my wytt, a paper-knyf is there, 

A case of saltes, French clock, a Dresden jarre, 

Blue China, fissh-f orkes, card-case, other ware, 
A cuckoo tymepiece doon in D.erbie sparre. 
And eek a trophie fro the dredeful warre. 
A toUet-glass, a pen wipe, spoon or two, 
A dinner-set, rose pink, a breakfast ditto, blua 

Ther feste nu doon, and quod al gentil speche, 
Ariues ther char biside the dredefiil door, 

So sone the tyme ech to be torn fro ech. 

When f olc do wepe, and feel swich partynge sore. 
Like to the grief as whan trew Orpah tore 
Hir fro Naomi's herte, as ye shal rede 
In Ruth's kind boke, if so be ye shal heed. 

Tua frail, feyre hertes in o accustomed roome, 
Wit wepings sadde, the long suete yeres do pass, 

Sore secrete spotte, wher een nor ears presume, 
As fitt for womman's wos hir wos. Alias ! 
Like as a prest a-trolling out the mass, 
Hir speche is holie vn-to hir who hears, 
Li herte to fall, and speke for monie yeres. 

O, who long striuing up the stair of Tyme, 

Vn-to somme spotte em merthful marked bifore 

To that seat heigh nu gettes, where she did climb. 
And standeth, Won ! v-pon the golden flor. 
Yet in hir ioie is herte somme lytel sore, 
For thus is comen woful tyde to part, 
Dull steps for feet, but trauail for eck \vct\fe. 
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Here, wlier in beautee, and in vergin-yowth, 
That like a blooming flour doth most appere, 

Ther doughter yong goes in hir herte's suete truth, 
Fro ther olde threshold parteth, gentil dere. 
So mote she haue somme sorwe for to teare 
Hir fro old thyngs, and leaue hem al bihinde. 
New scenes to see, and eek new frends to find. 

Nu hath she broken leaue wit al hir frendes, 
Shed the last tere that did hir beautee dym, 

And al confiding nu, hir way she wends, 
Hir lyf to line, and deth to haue wit hymu 
Moche doth she leaue thereby hir een do swim, 
What laughing fancy hath she on hir eyes 1 
Ah, ladye ! haue thee heede I wold aduise. 

As manere nu of hir londe verraily, 

Whan fro the threshold parts the gentil bride, 

If that hir lyf they wold mark happilee, 

Shoon must they throw, they throw, forth doth 

she rida 
Blessyngs v-pon thee thys suete somer tyde. 
Go, lytel butterfly, " Ta-ta ! Ta-ta ! " 

" Farewell," she saith, " Farewell Papa, Mamma." 

Wher Loue's grete uision in the wynding deyes, 
Or breakes anoon thurgh somme kind leafie cleft^ 

Fer on swift wynges ther lytel doughter flies 
To somme new heritage, and these ar left 
A doughter-f ace, of thys ar they bereft. 
An absence-deth, a form got fro the sighte, 
A rumour soft, a memorie, iui H^igiitft. 
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To other regnes so departeth hem, 

Fresh thyngs to see v-pon thys lytel crust, 

Ful monie a toun, and ioy, ful monie a gem, 
On roaring occean's wave eek nu they must, 
And on its dredful peryl haue ther trust 
For other londes be there wot ouir see, 
Hot Afric, Ind, Spaygne, and feyre Y'talie. 

Grete Neptune ! why so toss the lytel schippe 
Adoun the boy ling see, fro, to ; to, fro ! 

Nu waive op heigh, schippe low, moche do they slippe, 
And think quick to the fisshes they wyll go. 
Long tyme despitous was their trauail so ; 
Then hailed they glad the londe, feyre Normandie, 
Which waa their end and refut verraily. 

Ariued ; fro londe, like Libardes, folc ther hied, 
And put their een doun euerie lytel bagge ; 

And oft tymes swift, some sory cause espied, 
Vn-to drede dungeons hem ful fain to dragga 
Brude ruffled they ech raritie, and ragge ; 
And strutted ouir the lytel schippe like lords. 
Out on ye, cocked hattes, Monsieurs Copperswords. 

Thre wykes sone doon, thre wykes of sailes and see, 
Sonne, wind, and shadow, puple, palace, street, 

Thre wykes of sunny scenes strange unto 'ee, 
Thre wykes of trauel for their weary feet, 
Nu pleasaunce-sated were our pilgrims sweet, 
And for their own lond too I ween were fain. 
Nor in that contree longed eek. \iO TceTXialvsx. 
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Yea, sone they yearned hem for their mooder-earth, 
That was the yle of merchaundite, and fog, 

So Tyme might hem there bring was nu their mirth, 
Fro out the soiouming wit giaour dog. 
So back anon to schippe so did they jog. 
And for their own feyre contree sailed away, 
O'uir boyling see swift into Englonde's bay. 

They sprede their lotte in the londe by Cockaigne, 
A goodlike londe where monie puple dwell ; 

Hampstede wot I, or Clapham's greenie plaine. 
Putney, or Kew, near as I need thee tell. 
Thereby were riuer, hill and pleasant dell, 
Beshaded al wit walls were they about, 
That eek to see moche, none might, in, or out. 

Their housen feyre was builded modem style, 
Al in the middes of the gaie floure beddes ; 

Ke pallis Lo ! ne prout, ne ancient pyle. 

But thy 8 — here loue, and pees, can lay their heddes. 
For wher uain Pomp hir fringe, and tassel spredes. 
Can tua Contents in humble ioie abyde ; 
And she go hungering, thys f euer-Pride. 

Thre lytel roomes, reception chambres hight, 
Al suete I trow apparelled euerie one. 

Ful fifteen yardes of garden, goodlie sight, 
Tankwater, light, and taxes let moche on. 
And brightliche doun the grete sonne hotly shone. 
And lit their loue, and lyf, with gilden light 
So was their lyi at noon ere comeo. xd.^kt 
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The attics heigh ; the palisaded wal ; 
The cellar dym to hold the sory beere ; 

The spaycioiis area ; water cistern ; al 

Ful chepe to haue for twentie pounds the yeare. 
So like suete doues alighting, f el they here, 
Fro al their trauels to thys lytel spotte, 
Nu Happiness be thine, nu Pleasannce wot 





I opjj and ]jeatl(. 



I. 



High Sigrid's tower on the ocean side, 

(Where mighty Roche ruled wide with lordly sway,) 
Built on the rock, encompassed by the tide, 

Once held a captive taken in the fray. 



n. 



He had a daughter then, this warrior-lord, 

And she was young, and sweet, and beauty-rare ; 

Tis not for this each virtue to record, 
But you must take it she was very fair. 



XII, 



And she had seen him, bleeding, breathless, bound, 
Brought in the midst of her victorious folk. 

A heart a heart ; a life a life had found ; 
And to the light Love sleeping swift awoka 



IV. 



Long time she listened while her father told 

Of his great deeds, his race, his line's array ; 
Her heart was fever hot, then chilled, then cold ; 
^'It ia hia doom, he dies tke m.orx:o^ day." 
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V. 

All me, sore grieved the virgin was, and lorn, 
And sad she 'gan to think upon her lova 
" He lives to-night, he dies the morrow mom," 
Around she looks, about, ah wounded dove ! 

VI. 

All in the night, all in the silent night, 

When gloom clothes earth, and drowsy darkness 
eyes 

There comes a tap upon his sorrow light, 
That weary prisoner answers with his sighs. 

vn. 

Then with a deep moan parts the portal. Hark ! 

Upon its shrieking hinge it turns, and Lo ! 
like some sweet angel written on the dark, 

Tis she ! 'tis he ! and heart to heart doth go. 

vm. 

He clasps her to his grief, then half afraid 
Of that halo that shines around the good, 

At the pure radiance of that holy maid, 

Shrinks to himself and chides his fiery blood. 

IX. 

They lived as in the temple of a dream, 
Their joy far deeper than the joy of earth ; 

Moon shone upon them with a pitying beam. 
And the to-morrow sanctified their mirth. 

X. 

He said ^' I am the king of one fair land, 

A breezy isle set in the silver sea, 
You are my laughing queen at my right hand. 

Who looketh up and smii^^k \xsi\/i \cl<^ \ 
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XI. 

" The waves are full of music, and the wind, 
Not like an ill, nor an opposing thing, 
Comes on with gentle whispers far behind, 
And brings the songs far nightingales do sing. 

XII. 

" We live, we love," she saith, " and we are here. 
But one is summoned, slain with fateful breath, 
We must be sundered, we, so near, so dear, 
One goes back unto Life, and one to DeatL 

xm. 

« I, who am gentle, and thy faithful friend, 

Will lift thy doom from off thee, and will dia 
It shall not be how dull debatings end, 
I will go forth unto thy darkness, 1. 

XIV. 

" It is my wont, upon the early day. 

To walk afar, along the great rock side ; 
Since I am Death, thou Life, thou shalt away, 
Deckt in my maidhood when thy strength hath died. 

XV. 

" Stoop to the earth, pick flowers, and think of me. 
Roam o'er the rocks with gentle care—" " No, no." 

" The long glen e^ids in joy and freedom, see ! 
Thy life, thy honoured age, think of me. Go !" 

XVI. 

" Intreat me not, O maid ! intreat me not ! 

Death, death is not so soon for such as thee, 
What ! lay thy early beauty down to rot, 
Ajid thy sweet eyes to sunieaa g^oom iov me : 
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XVII. 

" Go ! hear the lark sing, pick thy flowers again, 
Bevote thy sweetness to another here, 
Live thy sweet blossom-life, laugh, triumph, reign ; 
I am of pain, and restlessness, and fear.'* 

xvni. 

How calm the morn, how calm the mom, how bright, 
The merry earih laughs gaily to the sun. 

Gone is the night, what of the parted night. 
The gloom is finished, and the day begun. 

XIX. 

Adown the winding stair with murderous feet. 
One darkly hears the doom man swiftly brings, 

Nearer and near, thrill-throbbed with each heart-beat, 
O that this same sad prisoner had wings ! 



The portal opes, the end has come, here, now. 
One lives, one loves, one bows a golden head. 

Forth comes the taunt, and down the hissing blow, 
Love holds its breath, falls silent, Love is dead. 

XXI, 

The light is quenchM in this mortal frame. 
Gone not to come, ah gone for evermore ; 

This, but an empty lamp without a flame. 
Its light translated to another shore. 
Honour to sweet Estella for the faithful love she 
bore. 



Where we all stand, and wait, 
Before the palace gate ; 

Look to the doors of gold, 
Think of the glories told ; 

Without, dwell men, and sin. 
And the Great God within ; 

Over our drowsy sight. 
Are error, mist, and night ; 

They scoff, those listening 
While one doth stop and sing. 

He cannot pierce through wealth, 
Nor pomp, nor joy, nor health. 

Song sung, life lived, his light 
Went early out in night. 

Where we all stand, and wait, 
Before the palace gate. 



• -#^-^?^ ?^w ^*^^% -^ 



mhrmfm. 



I. 



Ye ! who strive for earthly glory, 
Ye ! who yearn for boastful name, 

Stop, and listen to my story, 
I will shew a better fame ! 



n. 



Men the glorious, men the brothers, 
Nothing in their hearts but strife, 

By the bloody sport of others. 
Here they fight for light, and lif a 



m. 



See them furious, see them gory. 
Winning but to die at length. 

Force and rage their dismal glory ; 
All their spirit in their strengtL 



IV. 



" Am I, Telemachus, standing 

Looking on while men are slain ?. 
Love their dying eyes demanding. 
Prick me with their quivering pain." 
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V. 



Out, with peaceful hands uplifted, 
Comes a sage of reverend mien, 

Wifle the furious two have rifted, 
And the patriarch stands between. 



VI. 



Ah ! the great, the noble-hearted, 
Under foot I see him trod. 

But the spirit has departed 
To its Father and its God. 



Tis the mighty place surrendered. 
Standing empty to the sun. 

All to him the martyr rendered. 
He who died, but he who won. 




^^m ^^^ f^'^r^^i^ 






■A yi 







AN IDLE IDYL. 



I. 



Here^ along the orchard only, sage peripatetic, lonely 

Sprite of idle contemplation, walk I, talk I, at my 
ease, 
Like a critic heart intruding, where some plot or mystery's 
brooding. 
Flying swiftly from, eluding me in shade and spreading 

trees, 
And the breath of pleasant summer riding lightly on the 
breeze. 



n. 

Things unseen my dreamy portion, every deed, and every 
motion. 
Strikes upon my thinking, thinking, like the sound of 
muffled drum. 
Drowsy, dim, and deep sensation, or there comes a swift ces- 
sation. 
Back upon my heart's elation, and the canzonet I hum 
Back upon my silent musing, and my s^irvt^^^^^^s^^^Niss^. 
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ni. 

So, I watch the sunstream playing, flirting, flying, going, 

delaying, 
Like a modest thing pursued that back once more to 

chance will deign, 
Swift on grass, and leaf, and flower, in my own particular 

bower. 
Shines the sudden, restless, shower, like a cloud of golden 

rain. 
Lightly now retreating goes it, stops awhile, then oomes 

again. 

IV. 

Ah ! how sweet 'tis beaming, beaming, like a flame of flre 
streaming, 
Shining bright upon niy spirit, making thought triimiph- 
ant glow. 
And my heart is hushed, and lowly, till at last I murmur 

slowly, 
" Ah ! 'tis sweet, and pure, and holy, here where leaves and 
blossoms grow. 
Very fair, and lovely is it, in the captivating *now.* " 

V. 

Hark ! the jocund birds are singing, songs of summer gaily 
winging. 
On their undulating pilgrimage, like arrows through the 
trees. 
Or there comes a silence deeper, like the rest of secret 
sleeper. 
You can catch the song of reaper, and of laVrer on the 

leas. 
Till again with merry music wake the happy Dryades. 
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VI. 

Tuft beneath, and meadow clover, trunk around, and blossom 

over. 
Not a tree, nor sapling here, that's not encircled with a 

ring 
Belted round with blossom fallen, when the evening wind 

had crawlen, 
When the morning breeze had stolen there with gentle 

whispering, 
Light along the ladened branches where the wind-nymphs 

sing, and swing. 

VII. 

Now ascends their music higher, swells from every percher, 
flyer. 
Glad again, each happy warbler sweetly strains its little 
throaty 
In the meadow's leafy bushes, in the river's reeds, and 
rushes. 
Larks, and Hnnets, tits, and thrushes, in their own par- 
ticular sort. 
Gaily sing, then stop anon while distant ones prolong the 
note^ 

VIII. 

Out as from an anthem ended, where the soul and strain 
had blended 
In a sympathetic beating of the spirit's sudden thrill. 
Like a stealing strain arising on sensation, stopt, surmising. 
Pausing, hushed, awhile devising, if the same be good 

or ill. 
So, there chaunts a lonely warbler, when all other songs 

are still. 
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IX. 

Up, the sudden swifts, and swallows, skimming o*er the 
pebbly shallows, 
Dart with circling evolutions, fro and to, and to and fro, 
Swift they glide, each sunny flitter, glad with cry, and 
joyous twitter. 
Just along the streamlet's glitter, where the nodding 

sedges grow, 
And the dusky water-hens have their rude palaces below. 

X. 

Idly where the thicket's broken, hungry-billed, and loudly- 
spoken, 

Comes a troop of chicks, and goslings, gently up the 
avenue ; 
Slowly on, they scratch delighting, sometimes still, and 
sometimes fighting, 

Until hope again inviting, leads to fields, and pastures 
new; 

Where no other roving feet have yet disturbed the morn- 
ing dew. 

XL 

Straight anon, then low, then lower, sways a broad, bright, 

garden flower. 
Dearly loved by merry bees, and sunlit insects, as they 

roam. 
Swift along the air disporting, bold they come, and then 

resorting. 
Sink awhile with murm'rous courting deep into the cav- 

emed dome, 
Then emerging quicker, yellower, dart away, and travel 

home. 
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XII. 

Sometime from the big plantation comes the plaintive 
lamentation, 
Of a songster darkly hidden sad for love, or very mirth ; 
Or a horse's distant hinny, or a rustle in the spinney, 
Or my happy spirit in elation with the joy of earth. 
Sound like laureate-hearts appointed here to give its 
music birth. 

xin. 

Ah ! though sweet my idle thinking, here, where sun is 

filling, sinking, 
Here, where life seems standing still, with all the din, 

and hurry o'er, 
Soon, though sweet each sight, and hummer, there is yet 

a sweeter comer, 
Ckdly then when in the summer portico shall ope the 

door, 
Then, when dearer, far than all shall come — Parnassus 

why write more 1 

XIV. 

From yon ancient cottage panelled, where each room is 

fondly annalled 
With some quaint domestic legend, .or some story ta'en 

along. 
Folk who lived, and then were taken, folk who'd love us 

coidd they waken. 
Some the pure, the spirit-shaken, some the weak, the 

wild, the wrong. 
They are gone, the bold and beauteous, they are gone 

the sweet and Btroiig. 
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XV. 

O ye ancient lives departed ! stony-limbed, and dusty- 
hearted, 
Here, your sweet granddaughter 's coming, tripping o'er 
the grass she comes, 
A.h, what mystic robes do fold her, old as days of Bess 
or older, 
From the circle of her shoulder, down to earth, and up 

to thumbs. 
Gentle nymph in ancient orchard, picking of the riper 
plums. 

XVI. 

She, to fancy idly dreaming, full of legends fondly teeming, 
Sainted maid is, gentle cherub of the golden times of 
yore. 
Sweet her breath as incense burning, all her spirit to me 
yearning, 
Like a spectre-love returning to the love it loved befora 
See, a line of light divides us, lying, dying, on the 
floor. 

XVII. 

Ah me ! how shall I receive her ? feign a drowsy dream and 
leave her. 
Tapping lightly on my shoulder, bidding me Awake ! 
Awake ! 
Or sustain my gentle duty? rise and call her "Darling," 

" Beauty," 
"At your service, you tenuious, sweet angel, for your 
sake, 
^ay, what offering can I tender, or what duo obeisance 
make T 
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XVIII. 

Fie, I 'm up, and gladly meeting, she is here, and greeting 
greeting, 
Wliat^ here now, this breezy morning can we welcome 
or pursue ] 
*' Right^ O cousin ! true your talking, so we will, we '11 go 
a-walking, 
Yes, of course I'U stop my smoking, there you are, now 

off we two," 
(And we're sure to be back by ten, for she "has lota 
of things to da" 




latk 



Jack, an eager-hearted Btripliag, laughing gaily with 

the world, 
Strong of limb, and beauteous see him, with the flag 

of hope unfurled. 



Dwells his ear on strains of music, and his eye upon 



Now on Youth's bright tJireabold stands he, Heart 
has hoped, and Life is von. 



All the wisdom of the elders rests upon his golden 



All the precepts of the living, all the examples of 
the dead. 



In the fever of his spirit, in his triumph, in his 

Ah, what there shall be the sweetness, and the music 
of his life. 
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V. 

Wm he hear the songs of seraphs rising o'er the 

sounds of earth 1 
WiU he satisfy Ids spirit in the drunken di^ of 

mirthi 

VI. 

Will he listen to the preacher, or the idle world's 

buiToon 1 
Will ho love the time of dai*kness better than the 

light of nooni 

VII. 

Does he know the unseen glories, and the mighty 

things which are 1 
Things now hidden by our substance, and the airy 

realms afar. 

VIII. 

Ah, fair boy ! the sun that lights thee, shining on 

thy golden head. 
Lit thy father in his glory, and the unremembered 

dead. 

IX. 

Think upon the many people, and the myriads which 

have been, 
Thix)ugh the early years, and later, and the ages 

stretched between. 

X. 

Here then, young, and happy-hearted, in his Imjuu- 

teous strength he stands, 
With no soiTow in his spiiit, and no labour on his 

hands. 






-# 



Irajgmpiaiig. 



The end, when dust to kindred dust returns, 
And mortal glories mould in sunless urns, 
Then, when to Life, Death's trump divinely rolls, 
Earth takes its earth, and Heaven redeems its souls ; 
The flying hours of a human life, 
Its time of glory and its time of strife — 
I sing to thee great Angel ! thee, whose eyes 
Saw Earth, and Life, from chaos first arise, 
In the beginning, when primeval birth 
Breathed into clay, and pulsed the spai'kless earth. 
Lo ! into forms the elements dissolve, 
Darkness is gathered in and worlds revolve. 
'Pure as the light behold the earth extend. 
Bliss without woe, and Pleasure without end ; 
The sinuous rivers scaled with silver sheen, 
The mountains 'round, the vernal fields between, 
The joyful land with verdurous gloiy crowned, 
The nodding trees, the ever-fruitful ground. 
The lusty morning, and the glowing noon, 
The myriad stars, ripe sim, and tender moon. 
And over all a sil(;nce, pure, and deep, 
Lies like a blessing, or an angel's sleep. 
Who Earth's fair glory, who its songs can sing 1 
Life in its Jove, and beauty ii\ its spring, 
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Meet laureates alone its joyful birds 
In the sweet feelings unexprest in words. 
For them, the first, the spirit-fashioned twain, 
Earth opes her lovely eyes, and laughs again. 
In songs they roam o'er earth's unbounded fields. 
Tasting the pleasaunce joy profusely yields. 
And on their heads, God's favour like a crown 
Blesses their rising and their lying down. 
Sing on ye birds ! ye winds, shed sweet perfume. 
Shine sceptre-sun ! and flowers eternal bloom ! 
Dance to the mom, high Heaven's imperial son ! 
Rejoice ! rejoice ! in pleasure now begun. 

Lo ! from the clouds, the lurid angel wings 
His fiery way, what woful fate he brings. 
The earth is dark, so dark, and full of fear. 
Gloom, terror, anguish, desolation, here. 
From hills and mountains, thunderous cries descend. 
The lightning-strokes with fitful flames attend. 
Then over all a silence, strange, and deep, 
Falls like a teiTor, or a mourner's sleep. 
Strong, bold, alluring, full of death within, 
Comes through the gloom the great black dragon, Sin. 
Forth from his fiery tongue, anon by fits. 
Vice, Tribulation, Sorrow, Pain, he spits. 
His eyes dilate, fierce sight that never sleeps. 
Upon his belly low, he dai'kly creeps. 
Lashing the dust in awful joy he comes, 
With echoing strides Earth's breast he fiercely drums, 
Where can they go 1 where fly ] they are undone, 
O that the life was ended just begun. 
Now with sad eyes they look on sunless Death, 
That gives no smile, nor glows with any bve.a.tk^ 
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How dense their limbs now strike the solid ground, 
What mighty ti*avail cries in every sound. 
Lords of their lives, their selves, their spirits strong. 
They rise in evil, and He down in wrong ; 
And on their forehead is a crown of thorns, 
And the sad spirit speaks ^in sighs, and groans. 

Child of the dnst. Heaven's soul. Creation's heir ! 
O blessed babe of love, and hope, and prayer ; 
Unto the sun thy wakening spirit springs ; 
Unto the mom thy bubbling passion sings ; 
Naught in thy hand, Life's tender sacrifice. 
Thou here art cradled in thy mother's eyes. <fcc. 



•cC^^^n? 




|ad!| p[W^%, 



I. 

My Lady dwells up at the Manor Hall, 
A widowed heart, a lonely spirit she ; 

As summers bloom, and hoary winters fall. 
Always the same in silent secrecy. 

II. 
The smith, he toils about his flaming forge ; 

The swain tramps up the fields from week to week, 
The children play in mirth along the gorge ; 

Why is she sad, and thin, and pale of cheek 1 

III. 

Cortes, there must some spirit dwell with her. 
Some secret ill that prospers on her good, 

A cloud upon the sun, or all were fair 

In sacred days, and holy widowhood. ' 

IV. 

Ah me ! the sore afflictions of a life, 
The secret pangs, unseen by human eye. 

The throe, the throb, the trial, and the strife, 
The fevered toils of sad kuoi^xat^. 
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V. 

Long in the nights of wind, and rain, and storm, 
Alone she prays for them upon the sea ; 

There, while the old walls groan around her form, 
And oaken flooring creaks beneath her knee. 

VI. 

" Can strong desire not bring him out of lands. 

And speed him back, and bring him home to me 1 
Can yearning hope not fill the outstretched hands, 
And supplication bless the bended knee 1" 

VII. 

Her one son Harold, ah, affection yearns 

Once more for childhood, and his early grace, 

As fevered fancy fitfully discerns 

A darling child before a mother's face. 

VIII. 

A son, a son, a son, ah needs he must 

Be turned to manhood, and to lusty prime ; 

Or lie with them who sleep in sparkless dust 
His soul caught up to heaven in early time. 

IX. 

She walks at eve before the mansion gate. 
Like some sad sprite upon its wonted round. 

She talks at eve, she waits, she wanders late, 

With laggard steps, and eyes bowed down to ground. 

X. 

Here every year as June's twelfth day doth come, 

Still sits she lonesome at the birthday board, 
Before the heapM feast, sits smileless, dumb. 
The cats untouched, tbe spaTkVm^Vwv^ not poured. 
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XL 

Ho ! spread the f east^ Ho ! fill the ghostly halls, 
Let strains of joy and songs of mirth arise. 

Bring forth the best, fit for high festivals ! 
Behold ! Awake ! Grief, dry thy fretful eyes. 

XIL 

There is a dii^ from song, a cloud from sun, 

The shroudless earth is mad for wanton glee, 
A birth ; a life ; a new world is begun ; 
" Come pipe ! oome dance ! come joy ! come laugh 
with me 1 " 




umbq ^ : 




I. 



Well, he was thy husband, dame, then, 
One, rugged, and covered with scars. 

This, wildest and boldest of men. 
Son, gone far away to the wars. 



II. 



Gone, gone, past the farm on the hUl, 
Where lightly the rush-harvest blows j 

Gone further than Mere, and than Mill, 
(All earth that the almswoman knows). 



ni. 



Be how, battle lost, battle won, 
A dynasty tossed^ or a throne. 

The life and the good of her son. 
This, this is the victory alona 



IV. 



So thou in thy patience art here. 
Rude matron of toil, and of care ! 

A dole, and a Book very dear ; 
A sampler, a watch, and a chair. 
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V. 

Thine, only the hours one by one, 

Tolled out from the church in the lane ; 

The shouts from the meadows anon ; 
The buzz of the flies on the pana 

VI. 

Alone, watching day come, and go, 

Through thought of each mom's holy text, - 
" Oh ! will he be comingr " Ah, no !" 
" Not this, nor the next, nor the next" 

VII. 

" Why wait for the dead, for the dead ? 
Thy pgor battered hope is all o'er, 
Kest ! rest ! O thou holy white head, 
He never will come — Nevermore." 




mm^ |oroil|t^. 



A SONG. 
I. 

By the winding waters builded^ 

On the banks of bonnie Wye, 
By the leafy meadows gilded 

In the blight fun riding high- 
There fir George had made his dwelling, 

And his merry life of eaf e. 
Bluff was he by ancient telling. 

In his halls amongft the trees. 

II. 

Lord of peace, the peacock Vernon, 

Highted king of all the Peak ; 
Sure of father's daughters were none 

Fairer than his own to f eeke. 
Dorothie, ah fprightly Dolly, 

In the velvet age of youthe ; 
Bipe for fun and fit for folly. 

Full of love and full of trutL 

III. 

Who amongft her father's people 

Is he cherifhed from the reft 
Tow'ring like a funny fteeple, 

Prince Accepted, fir Conf eft 1 

Ah! 
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Nay not in such pretty fafhion, 
Glow her love's adoring eyes, 

In the woods sojourns her pafsion, 
Drefsed in verdVer's rough difguif e. 

IV. 

Yet he is a fair ref orter, 

And a knight though fo he fares, 
Manners, come to blefs, and court her, 

In f weet meetings unawares. 
Chance to them feme gay caroufal, 

So the ancient ftories fay, 
Feaf t, or hunt^ or fair ef pouf al, 

Fell upon a merry day. 

V. 

Mirth, and minuet, and laughter, 
Down their halls rang cheerily. 

Gay were all 'till one faid after, 

" Where is f if ter Dorothie r 

Ah ! 'twaa two afar careering, 
Hiding as for very life. 

Laughing, hoping, hurrying, fearing, 
Gallant one, and almof t wif a 

IV. 

Far behind thof e f addled horf es, 

And they rode into the nighty 
Full of f wif t and fore remorf es 

At fuch end to f uch delight. 
And they fpurred o'er moor, and meadow, 

But 'twas all in vain they fay. 
For the burning two did wed, Ho ! 

So it fell upon a day. 



|l|tnlitng. 



I. 



Thinking, thinking, thinking, 
As the village night comes on, 

Of the people who axe living. 
Of the spirits which are gone ; 



II. 



I stand beside the river 

As it murmurs from the mere, 
On night's moon-'lumined threshold 

I, and thought, and silence, — ^here. 



III. 



The great black birds come sailing 
To their rude homes in the trees, 

The ghostly bats like shadows 
Skim along the dusky leas. 



IV. 



Where dim the horses grazing. 
Wander dark against the sky, 

And the cattle slowly moving, 
Seem as hill and mountain high. 
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Lo 1 through the darkness burning, 
Forth the farm-house candles peep, 

The world sinks into silence now 
The drowsy earth to sleep. 

VI. 

Like sprites, like ghostly people, 
Out, they seem to come to me, 

The myriad folks who lived and loved 
Once here on hearth, and lea. 







A' thro' lang e'en, the win was blawing hard 

I' Donald's trees, an' owre the auld fauld-yard, 

An' aft the house-tyke, wi' his deep bassoon, 

Howled wi' the sugh, or yelped the fitfu' moon, 

Or at slaw intervals, the neebor gate 

Clashed to an' fro, like some night- voice o' fate. 

An' noise i' byre, an' horse's hinny deep. 

Came strange to us when airth was fast asleep. 

The glass we tapped doon fell, the storm-blaw came, 

A strong invader of our silent hame. 

An' what o' us 1 ah me, we did nae speak, 

Doctor was still, an' mither white i' the cheek, 

I watched wi' Meg for break of bonnie morn, 

We watched, an' watched, till blushed the creeping 

dawn, 
An' to the winnock sprung the twittering cries 
O' sma' sweet birds, first flickeriilg to the skies. 
An' o'er the lanely hamestead a' as auld. 
The light shone clear, an' sun came flashing bauld ; 
Ah air wi'out seemed covenanting breath 
O' Life that seemed to promise naught o' Death. 
The neebor orchard glistered, an' the trees 
Dropj)ed doon a shower wi' eveiy gentle breeze ; 
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An' branches here, were strawed upo' the rows, 
An' f auld-yard stalks fra far swung on the boughs. 
An' i' the croft^ mid-broke wi' airth, wi' airth. 
The sap laid long, Rob planted at her birtL 
A' Lammermnir is like her morning tomb, 
An' every sound o' airth the crack o' doom. 
What maun we say ? what secret sort o* breath 
Can fill the silent tale of voiceless Death ? 
Nor wi' oursels was ane bauld to begi' 
The heaven-tauld tale, the mirk had ushered i' ; 
Softly we sat at times if ane wi' drew 
We had the brither-heart an* sairly knew. 
Pure was hersel, her years were twenty-ane ; 
Our bonnie Jennie, bonnie Jennie ta'en. 
Nae mair to come i' sunshine owre the hill ; 
Nae mair to scauld when moorlan' wins bla chill ; 
Nae mair to trip doon stair at breakfast ca', 
Wi her fresh face, an' like " guid morning a' j" 
Nae mair to pipe her bits o' songs at een ; 
Nae mair to reign a bonnie harvest queen ; 
Nae mair to be behi like i' our thought. 
A gentle sister, still, an' weak, an' naught. 
Nae not i' pleugh-days, apple time, nor wheat, 
I' cauld o' winter, nor i' simmer-heat. 
She'll be a form, and friendie i' our hame, 
An' live as once of auld, and bear our nama 
Perhaps she loved, if so she did nae tell. 
Ah, sure i' truth, she wad hae loved right welL 
Perhaps she was i' secret griefs, puir bairn. 
An' we were Strang an' let her not alane. 
She sore wi' them who are for monie a year, 
The silent martyrs of the secret tear. 



V 



« 
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We miglit hae been the kinder if we'd thought 
She was so gien to grief, an' pain, an' sort. 
A bonnie face, her mither's people said ; 
A head a' gold, our Jennie, Jennie dead ; 
Then she can hae the spot she said ane d^ 
For maun when I am cauld, an' laid away." 
Now she is so, they tell, ay, I did see 
A silent face, sae strange it leuked at me ; 
And she laid still and never kenned me, Mike, 
The partner-brother wham she used to like. 
Our sousie Jennie, a' sae still, sae still, 
Not pained awhile, not ailin-like, not ilL 
But deed whae lived, and first of a' we five 
To lie chill-cauld and be nae mair alive. 
Slaw our auld faither at the dark o' day 
Said " For thy sister, childer, let us pray ! 
Our darling dochter Jennie, wham ye ken 
The Lord saw fit to talk f rae us Strang men. 
We are but bom to sorrow, an' not lang, 
Then Jennie, baimie, angel dochter. Gang !" 
He spake nae mair then for his gathering tears, 
An' for the sore oppression of his years. 

The neebor people meet wi' gentle breath. 
An' dot the garth arbond the hame o' death ; 
An' a' betimes there rolls each kintra gig, 
Wi' honest tenant-folk i' decent rig. 
Some stop wi'out, some bauld to venture i',** 
behold dead Jennie ere she's dark frae 'ea 
Alang the door arrives the harvest-wain ; 
Wi' fat, fou' horses, clumsy to the rein ; 
The bearers big, foor han frae neebor toil. 
Hard kintra lab'rers, moilers wi' the soil. 
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Wait by the steps, or slawly walk about, 

Ere (loon the stair the dead is brought wi'out 

Or speak some Sawbath tex wi' lips unco. 

Or moorlan saws, i' speeches soft and few. 

A' washed each furrowed cheek, an' tidied hair, 

An' a' inapt the funeral things they wear ; 

Yet there is sorrow truly on each heart, 

An' they do feel i' rough a faither's part 

Soon a' is still, a hush maun wander wide, 

An' prating cease, an' people stan aside ; 

While now wi' unco strength, the silent dead 

Is slaw put in the wain, an' flowers spread. 

The bearers moont the shelves wi' silence meet, 

An' sit doon there, the coffin at their feet. 

While silent struck, a' hae their pointed place. 

Get into line, an' ben' each mournful face, 

The doctor's gig, the trap f rae every farm, 

Wi' decent mourners, slaw, an* still, an' calm. 

The finer friends frae some far fashion toun ; 

The honest folk o' kintra-side renown ; 

The strappin cotter, pride o' Scotia's soil, 

A heart to honour, an' a han' to toil ; 

The village teacher wha set 'counts to right ; 

The sma', sweet childer, dressed in something white; 

The mither-women folk wha cry at length ; 

Their sober men wha grieve behin' their strength ; 

Her brither-baims, wha act as a' the lave ; 

Her parents, brithers, sisters, friendies grave ; 

A' meet wi' seemly due o' rev'rent care. 

An' for the dead the decent rite prepare. 

Now a' are ready in their place to gang, 

So now there runs the brither's word alang, 
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Wi' monie a crunch, an' monie a funeral groan, 
The waeful wagon axles slawly drone, 
To Killie kirk, away twa mile, or mair, 
Wi' moderate steps, the mourners slaw repair. 
Through narrow spot, field-edge, an' kintra lane. 
Smooth paths an' rough, o'er harvest-rut and stane, 
Plantations thick wi' firs, an' silence-still, 
Along a valley then, or up a hill. 
Or now upon the great white common road, 
The body travels to its dim abode. 
Gang Jennie 1 gang ! niest Sawbath worship too, 
We shall not be so far, a' near, near you, 
We lay thee sister in thy lanely hame, 
Then go back to the wark f ra whence we came, 
This parting mair, an' we are ane the less ; 
It a' is finished but lang thought's caress. 
Now Gude the Faiiher talk thee to his breastie, 
There the wicked cease fra troubling, and the wearie 
are at restia 
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